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The Tragedie of 



hamlet 

T/ince of Demur kg. 



Enter Barnardo, andFrandfco, twoCentmelt. 



r Hofe there s’ 



* VV ^ ay anf ' verc S can d and vnfold'e your felfe; 

Y * I 



Long liue the King* 
Barnardo. 



Bar, 

Tran. 

Bar. 

Tran. 

Bar. Hee. 

Tran, You come moft carefully vpon your hour?. 

Bar. Tis now ftrooke t welfe, get thee to bed Francifco, 
Tran. For tbi? relief e much thanks* tis bitter cold. 



Andlain Jickatharr. - 

Bay. Haue you had quiet guard? 

Tran. Nocanioufe'ihriing. 

Bar. Well, good night: 

If you doc meete Horatio and TrfarceHus, 

The riaalls of my watch , bid them make haft 
Enter Horatio , and ‘MarctUus. 

Tran. I thiuke I heare them, ftand ho, who is there ? 1 
Bora. Friends to this ground. 

Trior. And Leedgemen to the Dane, 

Fran. Giueyou good night. 

-2 Mar. O, farwell honefifoulc'iers, who hath relieu’d you? 
j Fran. Barnardo hath my ^ place Jgiue you goodnight, Exit Tran. 

/ ~ 3 . 1 ‘ 










The T Ydgc&e cfHmlct 
war. Holla , Bam or do* . - 
Bar . Say, what is Horatio there i 
Hora. A peeceofhim. 

welcome good Marcellut, 

* 7 : - 

™ dr - How” foies ris but our fantafie. 

And will not let belie'e take holdc ofhini 
Touching this dreaded light twice leenc of VS 2 
J hei erot e I haue inrreated him alon o, 

Wnh vs to watch the minors of this night, 
x hat if agajne this apparifiori come, 

He may approoue OU r eyes and fpeake to it 
Horn, t uJn.tufh, twill notappeare. 

Bay. Sitdownea while, 

And 'er vs onceagame affiiileyour ear es,' 

That are (o fortified againfi our ftory. 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hoya. Well, fit we do wne, ( 

And Ittvs.he.ue fpeake of this,' 

Bay. Laft night of all, 

Whenyond fame flarre thats weaftward from the pole 
Had made his courfe t’lllume that parr of heauen ? 

Where now .r bnrnes, ^W/«taadmyfeif e 

J. he bell then beating one. 

Enter Ghoft. 

Bay' TnTV break fi ethee ^ ^^hereitcomes again* 
Bat. In the fame figure like the King thats dead. 

May. Thou art a fcholler, fpeake to ir Hnatio. 

fZ‘ M 0 i e M a no V ,,ke the K’ng tmztteitHorAtb. 

7tUr. Speake to it Heratto. 

Kya What art thou that vfurpft this time ofnighr. 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Mateftieol buried Denmarke 

Bay. Seeitjfiaukesavvay. 




Prince of Denmark 

Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. Bxk Chop. 

■May. Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bay. Ho w now HotAtio, you tremble and looke pale 
Is not this fomthing morethen phantahe . 

^Beforemy God I tnightnot thisbeheue, 

Without the fencible and true auouch 

Ofmineowneeies. 

Mar. Is it not like the King f 
Bor a. A s thou art to thy felfe. 

Such was the very Armor he had on. 

When he the ambitious Kotwaj) combated, 

Sofrownd he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmot the fleaded pollax on the ice. 

T -Mar. 3 Thu s twice before , and iump at this dead hourc. 

With martiall ftauke hath he gone by our w-atch. 

Boya. In what perticular thought, to worke I know nor, 

But in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes tome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 

TvIay. Good now fit downe, and tell mehetbatknowes. 

Why this fame ftrikt and mod obferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubiefl of the land. 

And with fuch day ly coif ofbrazon Cannon 
And forraine matte, for implements of warre. 

Why fuch impreffe of (h ip- writes, whofe fore taste 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might be toward that this fweaty haft 
Dothmake the night ioynt labourer with the day, 
yVho ift that can informe mee t’ 

Bor a. That can I. 

At leaft the whifper goes fo ; our Iaft King, 

Whofe image euen but now appear’d to vs, 

Was as you k nowe by FartinbrAjje oiNortvAy, 

Thereto prickr on by a moft emulate pride 
Dar’d to the combat j in which our valiant FLunlet, 

(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteemd him) 

Did flay this FortinbrAjfe, who by a feald compact 
Weil ratified by laweandheraldy 




The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood feaz’d of, to the conquerour. 
Againft the which a moitie competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had retume 
To the inheritance of Fortinbrajfe, 

Had he bin vanqui/her ; as by the fame comart,. 
And carriage of the article deflei^ne. 

His fell to Hamlet } now Sir, youn g Fortinbraffe 
Ofvnimprooued mettle, hot and foil, 

Hath in the skirts of 2 v&mgiheere and there 
Sharkt vp a lift of lawelefle refolutes 
For roode and diet to Tome enterprifs 
That hath a ftomacke in’t, which is no other 
As it doth well appeare vnto our ftate 
cut to recouer of vs by flrong hand 
And tearmes compulfarory, thofe forefaid lands 
So by his father loflj and this I take it, 

is the maine motiue ofour preparations 
OftZnu ^‘JS^h.aHdthechiefefcead 

Ui this pofl haft and Romeage in the land. 

mf** 1 th,n , k e K no other, but enfo : 
e mayitfort that this portentous figure 

ThTr? armcdth !' ou S , i our watch fo like the Kin** 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

T 1 A ‘ A „T 11 ,s tloub,e tbe mindes eye : 

In the moft high and palmy Rate ofRome, 

A little ere the mighricft Iulius fell 
The graues flood tennatl efle, and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueakeand gibbcrin theRoman flreets 
As ftarres with rraines of fier, and dewes of blood 
Difaftei s in the fonne ; and themoift ftarre, 

ln ^ u en « ’Untunes Empier flands. 

Was ftcke almofl to doomefday with eclipfe. 

And euen the like precurfeof feare euents 
As harbmdgers preceading ftiil thefates 
n prologue to the Omencornmm* on 

Vrn« n ea K" and earth t0 s cthcr dcmonflrated 
vnto our Climatures and countrymen. 

SnttrGboJl. 



Prince of Denwar^e. 

Rut foft, behold, loe where itcomes againe p 

Jle crofle it though itblaft mee : flay illuhon, Itfpreaas 

Jfthou haft any found orvfeofvoyce, hisarmts, 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe eafe, and grace to mee* 

Speake to me. 

If thou art priuie to thy countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoyd 
0 fpeake: 

Or if thou baft vphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth 
For which they fay your fpirits oft walke in death. The cache 

Speake of it, flay and fpeake, flop it Marcelks. crams. 

Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partizan f 1 
Bor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar. Tisheere; 

Bor. Tisheere. ; _ 

Mar. Tis gone. 

We doe it wrong being fo Maieflicall 
To offer it the Ihowe of violence. 

For it is as theayre, invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowcs malicious mockery.' 

Bar. It was about to fpeake when the cock crewfc 
Br. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearefull fummons 5 1 haue heard, 

The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne, 

Doth with his lofty and ihrill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or ayre 
Th’extrauagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
This prefent obieft made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock.' 

Some fay that euer gainft that feafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 1 
And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abraode 
The nights are wholfome, then no planners ftrike. 

No fairy takes, nor witch harhpower to charm? 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

So hallowed* and fo gratious is that time. 

H>ra. So haue I heard and doe in partbelieueit, 

But looke the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dewe ofyon high Eaftward hill 
Breake we our watch vp and by my aduife 
Let vs impart what we haue feene to nighc 
Vmo young Hamlet , for vppon my life ° 

This fpirit dumb to vs, willfpeake to him : 

Doeyou confent we lhail acquaint him with it 
As need full in our loues, fitting our duty. 

Trior. Lets doo’t I pray, and I this morning knowe 
Where vve /hal] find him moft conuenienr. Exeunt. 

Flori(h. Filter Claudius, King ofDenmarke y Gertradthe Oueene 
CounJ, aile: as Volomus > and his Sonne Laertes^ 

Hamlet, Cum ^ilifs. 

Claud. Though yet o£ Hamlet our deare brothers death 
1 he memone be greene,and thatitvs befitted 
i o beare our harts in griefe.and our whole Kingdome. 

To be contrafted in one browe of woe 
Yet o tarre hath difcretion fought with nature, 

1 hat we with wifeft fbrrowe thinke on him 
1 ogether with remembrance of our felues: 
i herefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene 
i h imperiall ioyntrefte to this warlike ftace 
Haue we as twere with a defeated icy 
With an aufpitions, and a dropping eve, 

With mirth in funerall, and withdfrdge in marriage. 

In equall fcale waighifig delight and dole 
1 ak.en to wife : nor haue we hcerein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With th,s affaire along(for all our thanfcet) 

Nowfollowes rharyou knovve ^oun^ForUnbraffe. 

Ho ding a we ake fuppofall of our worth J 

Ur thinking by pur late deare brothers death 
Uur (face to be difioynt.and out offrame 
Uo eagued with this dreame of his aduanta»e 
Hehatiuiot faild co fcftur vs witbtncflage ° 



Prince of Denmark 

Importing the furrender ofthofelands 

Loft by his father, with all bands oflawe . < 

To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him : 

Now for cur felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bu fines is, we haue heere writ 
To Norway Vnc le of you ng Fortenbraffe 
Wno impo rent and bedred fcarcely heares 
0 this his Nephewes purpofej tofupprefle 
His further gateheerein,in that the ieuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 

Out of his fubieff, and we heere difpatch '£? 1 

You good Cornelius, and you Falumand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further perl'onal! power 
To bufines with the King, more then the fcope 
Ofthefe delated articles allowe : 

Farwell, and letjour haft tommend jour dutie. 

Cor. Vo. In that, and ail things will we fhowe our dutie.’ 
King. We doubt it nothing, nartelyfarwelL 
And now Laertes whats the newes with you f 
You told vs of fome fute,vvhat ill Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane 

And lofe your voyce pwhat vvo'd’ft thou begge Laertes, t 

That fliall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more nariue to the hart 
The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmarke to thy father. 

What would’]! thou haue Laertesi 
Laer. My dread Lord, 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to Fraunce, 

From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke, 

To fhowe my dutie in your Coronation $ 

Yet now I mull confefte, that duty done 
My thoughts and wilhes bend againe toward Fraunce 
And Lowe them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

Haue you vour fathers leaue, whatfaies ‘Polonius ( 

Tola. Hath my Lord wroung from me my flovye leaue 

By labourfonie perition, and at laft 
y$on his will I feald my hard coufenf. 



Mm 

The Trapedie of Hamlet 

I doc beieech you giue him leaue to goe. 

King. T ake thy faire houre Laertes , time be thine 
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

But now my Cofin Hamlet, and my (onne. 

Ham. A little more then kin, and Idle then kind. 

King. How is it that the clo wdes Hill hang on you. 

H.trn. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne. 
Queene. Good Hamlet call thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye lcoke like a fri end on Denmark^, 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble Father in the dull. 

Thou know ft tis common all that hues muft die, 

Pafsing through nature to eternttie. 

Ham. I Maddam, it is common. 

Qucc. Ifitbe 

Why feemes itfo perticuler with thee.' 

Ham. Seemes Maddam, nay it is, I know not feemes* 

Tis not alone my incky cloake coold mother 
N or cuftomary fuites of lolembe blacke 
Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath 

No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye, 

Nor the deie&ed hauior of the vifage 
Together with all formes, moodes, chapes of °riefc 
That can deuote me truely, thefe indeede feeme. 

For they are aftions that a man might play 
But I haue that within which pafles Hi owe 
Thefe but the trapping;* and the fuites of woe. 

King. Tis fweete ana commendable in your nature 
1 o giue thefe mourning duties to your father 
But you rauft knoweyour father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiuer bound 
In nlliall obligation for (bmetearmc 
To doe pbfequious forrowe, but to perfeuer 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfc 
Of impious ftubbornes, tis vnmanly griefe. 

It ftiowes a will moft incorrect to heauen 
A hart vnfortified, or minde impatient 
An vnderftanding Ample and vnfchoold 
For what we knowe rauft be; andi$ common 



Prince ofDemarhel 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fence. 

Why ftiould we in our peuifh oppofiuon 
Take it to hart, fie, tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft the dead, afault to nature, 

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theamc 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died to day 
This mud be fo : we pray you throw to earth 

This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke ofvs 

As of a father, for let the world take note 
Vou are the moft imediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobilitie of loue 

Then that which deareft father beares his (onne. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going back to fehoole in Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrogard to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefett courtier, cofin, and our fonne. 

Quce. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet, , 

I pray thee flay with vs, goe not to Wittenberg. j 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis a louing and a faire reply. 

Be as our felfe in Denmarke, Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet j .1 

Sits (railing to my hart, in grace whereof, 

Noiocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 

But the great Cannon to the cloudes (hall tell. _ - 

And the Kings rowfe the heauen (hall brute agaihe, 

Refpeaking earthly thunder *, come away. Florijh. Exeunt all, 

Ham. O that this too too (allied fle(h would melt, but liatnlet. 

Thaw and refolue it felfe into a dewe. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixt 
Hiscannon gainftfeale (laughter, 6God,God, 

' How wary, dale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world i 
Fie on’c, ah fie, tis an vnweeded garden 
. That growes to feede, things rancke and grofe in nature^ 
Pofleueit meerely that it fhould come thus 

C. ~ Bat 



The Tragedie cf Hamlet 

Bur rwo months dead, nay not fo much, not two. 

So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hiperion to a fatire, fo louing to my mother, 

- he might not beteeme the winds of heauen 

Vifite her face too roughly, heauen and earth 
Mun I remember,why Hie fhould hang on him 
As irincreafe of appetite had grcwnc 
By what it fed on , and yet within a month. 

Le t me not thinke on’r ; frailty thy name is woman 
A Jitr,e month or ere thofe fhooes were o!d 
Vv ith whic h (he followed my poore fathers bodic 
Lik tKiobc all teares, why jhe 

0 God, a beaft that wants difcourfe ofreafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married with iny Vncle, 
My fathers brother, but no more like my father 

1 lien 1 to Hercules , within a month. 

Ere vet the faltofmoft vnrighteous teares, 

Had lert the nuflimg in her gauled eyes 
She married, 6 molt wicked fpeedej to po d 
With fiich dextenrie r o inceftious fheets. 

It is iot, nor it cannot come to good, 

Buclueakemy hart, iorlmuflholdmy tongue, 

Evtw Horatio, Tyttrceilus t and Bey notify. 



Hord. Haile toyour<Lordfhjp. 

Ho». 1 i J m t0 on well , Horttio, or Ido (or»er my felfe 
TheftmemyLord . a n dj„ urp „„ rcferaam 

A fr . : i ' r good friend, Ilechanjetfeacnamewilliydii, 

And miktyou(rommu,,,bcr,UrrM,/ 1 

Mir cel/us. * 

A,l j r _ f 



Mar. My good Lord. 

U»». I am very glad to fee you, (good euen fir) 
Bur what in faith make you from mttenberp + 

Mra. A truant difpofition good my lord. 
v| n f 1 woul , d notheareyourenimiefiyfo, 

JN or /hall you doe my earethat violence 
I o make it trufter ol your owne report 
A gain ft your felfe, I kno we you are no truant, ' 
But w hat is your affaire in tffonoure <? 

Weele teach you for to drinke ere you depart 



m / 

Prince of Dcnmrhe'. 

hJw”. Thrift, thrift, Horatio, the funerall bak t meates 

Did coldly furnift forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heauen 
Or euer I had feene that day Horatto, 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatto. 

Hora. lfaw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 

I fhall notlooke vppon his like a game. . 

1 Hora. My Lord I thinke I faw him yeftermghr* 

Htm. faw, who? 

Hora. My Lord theKingyour father.. 

Ham. The King my father? , 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare till I may deliuer 
V ppon the witnes of thefe gentlemen 
This maruile to you. 

Ham. For Gods loue let me heare ? 

Hora. Two nights together had thefe gentlemen 
Marcellus, and Barnardo, on their watch 

In the dead waft and middle of the night 

Beene thus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at poynt, exaftly Capapca 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march. 
Goes flowe and ftately by them 5 thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and fearefurprifed eyes ^ 

Within his tronchions length, whil’ft they diftil d 
Almoft to gelly , with the aft of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him 5 this to flic 
~ In dreadfull fecrefie impart they did, 

And I with them the third ni»ht kept the watch. 
Whereas they had deliuered nothin time 
Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The Appanfion comes :1 kneweyour father, 




The Tragedte of Hamlet 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord vppon the plarforme where we watcl 
turn. Did you not (peake to it? 

Hora. My Lord I did, 

Butanfwere made it none, yet once me thought 

It lifted vp it head, and did addrefle 

It felfe to motion like as it would fpeake : 

But euen then the morning Cock crewe loude. 

And at the found it Ihrunk in haft away 
And vani/ht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

Hora. As I doe liue my honor’d Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 

1 o letyou knoweofit. 

Ham. Indeede Sirs but this troubles me* 

Hold you the watch to night s’ 

We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d (ay you # 

Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

^//. MyLordfromheadtofoote. 

Ham. Then fa we you not liis face . 

v™' Si* Lord » 116 wore his beauer vp. 

Ham. Whatlook’thefrownin»Iy'' 

Hora. Nay very pale. - 

Ham. A nd fixt his eyes vpon you f 
Hora. Moft conftantly. 

Ha»>. I would I had beene there. 

Hard. Not when I la w’r. 

Ham. His beard wasgn&l’d, no. 

A&fiS. ,liaUerc ‘ n ' itinhi5lif ' 



Prince of Denmark?, 

Ham. I will watch to nigh 
Perchaunce twill walke againe. 

Hora. I warn’t it will. . 

Hath. If it aflume my noble fathers perfon. 

He fpeake to it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace J I pray you all 
Ifyou haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filence ftill. 

And whatfomeuer els ftiall hap to night, 

Giueitan vnderftandingbut no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo farre you well .* 

Vppon the platformc twixt a leauen and twelfe 
Ilevifireyou. ' 

lAll. Our dutie to your honor. Ixeunt. 

Ham. Your loues , as mine to you, farwell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would tyie night were come, 
Till then fit ftill my foule, fonde deedes will rife 
Though all the earth ore-whelme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes, and Opbeliabis SiHer. 

Lacr. My neceflaries are inbarckt, farwell. 

And filter, as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay,in afsiftant doe notfleepe 
But let me heere from you. 

Opbc. Doe you doubt that ? 

Lacr. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his fauour. 
Hold it afalhion, and a toy in blood 
A V iolet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, nor permanent fweete, not lafting. 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Opbc. No more buffo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflanr does not gro we alone 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the minde and foule 
Growes wide withall , per hapes he loues you now. 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth belmirch 
The vertuc of his will, but you muft fearc, 

C3 




The T ragedie of Hamlet 

His greatnes wayd, his will is not his owne, 

He may not as vnualewed perfons doe, 

Carue for himfelfo, for on his choife depends 
Thefaftyand health ofthis whole ftate, 

And therefore muft his choifc be circumfcribd 
v nto the voyce and yeelding of that body 
yVhereof he is the head, then if he faies he Ioues you. 

It fits your wifdome fo farre to belieueic 
As he in his parriculer aft and place 
Alay giue his faying deede, which is no further 
Then the maine voyce of Dcnmarke goes vvithall. 

Tlien way what Ioffe your honor may fiifiaine 
If with too credent eare you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your hart, or your chaft treafurc open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Feare it Ophelia, fearc it my' deare fifter, 

And keepeyou in thereareofvouraffeftion 
Out of the /hot and danger o'f defire, 

Thecharieftmaide is prodigall inough 
Iffhe vnmaske her butie to the Moone 
“Vertueit ^lfe fcapes not calumnious flrokes 
« The canker gaules the infants ofthe fprin» 

Too oft before their buttons be difclof’d, ° 

And in the morne and liquid dewe ofyouth 
Contagious blaftments are moil iminent. 

Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare, 

Youth to it felfe rebels, though non els neare. 

Opbc. I /hall the effeft ofthis good leffonkeepe 

As watchman to my hart, but good my brother 
Ooe not as fome vngrncious paftors doe, 
bho we me the ftep and thorny way to hcauen 
Whiles a pufr, and reckles libertine 
Hunfelfe the pnmrofe path of dalience treads. 

And f eakes not his owne reed. Inter Morin,: 

Laer. U feare me not, 

I ftay too long, but heere my father comes 
A double blefsing, is a double grace, 

Occafion fmilcs vpon a fecond leaue. r 

Pol. Yet hccie limes bord ; a bord for fharae. 



Prince of Denmar^e* 

The wind fits in the fhoulder ofyour faile, 

And you are ftayed for, there my b lefsing with thed, 

And thefe fewe precepts in thy memory 

Looke thou charafter, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any vnproportion’d thought his aft, 

Be thou familier, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofe friends thou haft, and their a doption tried. 

Grapple them vnto thy fouie with hoopesof fteele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new hatcht vnfledgd courage, beware 
Of entrance to a quai rell , but being in, 

Bear’t that -th’oppofed may beware of thee, 

Giue euery man thy eare, but fewe thy voyce, 

Take each mans cenfure, but referue thy iudgement, 
Coftly thy habite as thy purfe can by, 

But not expreft in fancy jrich not gaudy, 

For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man 
And they in Fraunce ofthe beft ranch and ftarion. 

Or of a moft feleft and generous, chiefe in that : 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 

For loue oft loofes both it felfe, and friend, 

And borrowing dulleth edge of hufbandry } 

This aboue all, to thine owne felfe be true 
And it muft followe as the night the day 
Thou canft not then befalfe to any man : 

Farwell, my blefsing feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moft humbly doe I take myleauemy Lord. 

“Pol. The rime inueftsyou goe, your fenunts tend. 

Laer. Farwell Ophelia , and remember well 
What I haue fayd to you. 

Opbc. Tis in my memory loekt 
And you your felfe /hall keepe the key of if. 

Laer. Farwell. Exit 'l^eytes. 

JW. What ift Ophelta he hath fayd to you f 
Ophe. So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
M. Marry well bethought 
Tis tolde me he hath very oft oflate 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Fiaue ofyour audiencebeene moft free and bounriousa 
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If it be fo, as fo tis put on me, 

A nd that in way of caution, I muft tell you. 

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo clcerely 
As it behooues my daughter, and your honor. 

What is betweeneyou giue me vp the truth, 

Opbc. He hath mv Lord of late made many tenders 
Of] his affe&ion to me. 

"Pol, Affeftion, puh, you fpeake like a greene girle 
Vrififted infuch perrilous circumftance. 

Doe you belieite his tenders as. you call them ? 

Opbc. I doe not knovve my Lord what I fliould thinke. 

“Pol. Marry I will teach you, thinkeyour felfe a babie 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay 
Which are not fterling, tender your felfe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poore phrale 
Wrong it thus) you’i tender meafbole, 

Opbc. My Lord he hath importun’d me with loue 
In honorable fafh ion. 

Pel. I , fafhion you may call it, go to, go to. 

Opbe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heaiien. 

Pol. I.fpringsto catch wood-cockes, I doeknowc 
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the foule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extinft inboth 
Luen in their promife, as it is a making 
You mult nottakefor fire, from this rime 
Be fomething fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 

Then a commaund to parle rfor Lord Hamlet, 

Belieue fo much in him that he is young, 

And with a larger tider may he walke 
Then may b e giuen you : in fewe Ophelia, 

Doe not belieue Ins vowes, for they are broker* 

Not of that die which their mueflments fhowe 
But meere imploratotors of vnholy fuites 
Breathing like Ouiftified and pious bonds 
The better to beguide : this is for all, 

X would not in plaine tcarmes from this time foorth 
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Haue you fo flaunder any moment leafure 
As to "iue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looketoo’c I charge you, come your wayes. 

Opbe. I fliall obey ray Lord. , Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio and Marcellas. 

Bam. Theayrebitesfhroudly,itis vcrycoldc. 

Bora. It is nipping, and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What houre now? 

Bora. I thinke it lackes oftwelfe. 

Mar. No.itis flrooke. f . 

Bora. Indeede-,1 heard itnot, it then drawesneerethelealon, 

Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke ~4prt[b of trumpets 

What does this meane my Lord C anch.peecesgotsof. 

Bam. The King doth wake to night and takes his rowle. 

Keepes wafTell and thefwaggring vp-fpring reeks : 

And as be draines his drabs ofRennifli downe, 

The kettle drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Bora. Is it a cuftome? 

Bam. I marry iff,' 

But to my minde, though I am natiue heere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance. 

■ > . . This heauy headed reuealeeaft and well 

Makes vs traduft, and taxed of other nations. 

They clip vs drunkards, and with Swiriifh phrafe 

Soy le our addition, and indeede it takes 

From our atchieuements, though perform’d at height 

The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So oft it chaunces in particulcr men, 

That for fbme vicious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guilty, 
t (Since nature cannot choofe his origin) 

By their ore-grow’ch of fome complexdon 
Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon. 

Or by fome habit, that too much ore-leauens 
Theformeofplaufiuemanncrs,thatthefemen 
Carrying I fay the ftamp of one defeft 
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Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre. 

His vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe. 

Shall in the generall cenfure take corruption 
From that particuler fault : the dram of eale 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his ovvne fcandle. 

Enter Ghoft. 

Horn. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Bam. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs t 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee ayres from heauen , or blafts from hell 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 

Thou corn’ll in fuch a quefiionable fhape, 

That I will fpeafee to thee, He call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mee, 

Le\ me not burfi in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burfi their cerements'' why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble ia wes. 

To call thee vp againe i what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleatficele 
Reuifites thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and wefooles ofnature 

So horridly to fluke our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what ihould we doe? 

Bora. It beckins y ou to goe away with it 
As ifitfome impartmcnt did defire 
To you alone. 

7rlar. Looke with what curreous aflion 
It waues you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Bora. No, by nomcancs. 

Bam. It will not fpeake, then I will followc it. 

Bora. Doe not my Lord. 

Bam. Why what fhould be the feare, 

2 doc not fct my life at a pinnes fee, 



Prhce of Denrnarfy* 

And for my foule, what can it doe to that 
Being a thing immortall as it felfe $ 

Tt waues me forth againe,Ile followc it. « 

1 Bora. What if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull foraner of the cleefe 
Thatbettles ore his bafe into the fea. 

And there alTumefomeother horrableforme 

Which might depr iue y our foueraigntie of rcalon, 
Anddrawyou intomadncs,thmke ot tt. 

The very place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiue, into euery brame 

That lookes fomany fadomsto thelca 
And heares it rore beneath. 

Bam. It waues me ftdl, 

Goe on, lie followe thee. 

Trior. You fhall not goe my Lord. 

JF lam. Hold ofyour hands. 

Bora. Be rul’d, you fhall not goe. 

Bam. My fate cries out , 

And makes each petty arture in this body 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue , 

Still am I cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen lie make a ghoft ofhim that lets me, 

I fay away, goe on, lie followe thee. Exit Ghoft ana Ham. tt, 

Bor a. He waxes delperate with imagion. 

Trior. Lets followe, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Bora. Haue after, to what iflue will this come ? 

Something is rotten in the (late of Denmarkeo 
Bora. Heauen will direft it. 

Trior. Nayletsfollowhini. Exeunt, 

Enter Ghoft, and Hamlet. 

Bam. Whether wilt thou leade me, fpeakejle goe no further. 
Ghoft. Markeme. 

Bam. I will. 

Ghoft. My houre is almoft come 
When I to fulphrus and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. 

Ham. Alas poorc Ghoft. 
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Ghofl. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fit all vnfold. 

Ham. Speake,Iamboundtoheare. 

Cboji. So art thou to reuenge, when thon fhalt heare. 

Ham. What' 

Ghofl. I am thy fathers fpirir, 

Doomd for a certaine tearme to walke the night, 

And for the day confind to fail in fires, 

Till the foule crimes done in my dayes ofnature 
A re burnt and purg’d away .-but that 1 am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my pri'on houfe, 

I could a tale vnfolde whofe light eft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like ifars ftarr from their fphcres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And eachparticuler haireto Hand an end. 

Like quils vpon the fearcfull Porpentincj 
But this eternall blazon mull not be 
To eares of flefh and blood, lift, lift, 6 lift : 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father Ioue. 

Ham. OGod. 

Ghofl. Reuenge his foule,. and moft vnnaturall murther. 

Ham. Murther. 

Ghofl. Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is. 

But this moft foule, ftrange and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Haft me to knovv’r, that I with wings as fwift- 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
M ay fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghofl. 1 find thee apt. 

And duller fhouldft thou be then the fat weede 
That rootes it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not fturre in this ; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out,thatfleepingin myOrchard, 

A Serpent flung me, fo the whole eareofDenmarke 

Is by a forged proceffe of my death 

Ranckely abufde : but knowe thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers Jife 
Novy vveares his Crowne, 

Ham. O my propheticke foule l my Vnde f 



Prince of Denmark 

Gholl I that inceftuous , that adulterate beaft. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with crayterous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power 
So to feduce* wonneto his fliametull Jui* 

The will of my moftfeeming vertuous Queene} 

0 Hamlet, what falling offwas there 
From me whofe loue was of that digmtie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with t he vowe 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vppon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 
Tothofe of mine 5 but vertue asitneuer will bemooued. 
Though lcwdnefle court it in a fhape of heauen 

So but though to a radiant Angle hnekt. 

Will fort it f elfe in a celeftiall bed 
And pray on garbage. 

But fofc, me think es I fent the morning ayre, 

Briefe let me be 5 fleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftomealwayes ofthe afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre,thy V ncle ftole 
With iuyee ofeurfed Hebona in a viall. 

And in the porches of my eares did poure 
The leaprous diflilment, whofe effeft 
Holds fuch an enmitie with blood of man, 

Thatfwift as quickfiluer itcourfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

, And with a fodaine vigour it doth poftelTe 
And curde like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and wholl’ome blood 5 fo did it mine. 

And a moft inftant tetter barckt about 
Moft Lazerlike with vile and lothfome cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hands 
Of life, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off euen in the bloflomes of my finne, 

Vnhuzled, difappointed, vnanueld. 

No reckningmade, but fent to my account 
Withall my imperfections on my head, 

O horrible, 6 horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not, 

I>3 
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Let not the roy all bed of D enmarke be 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfues this a&, 

Tain’t not thy rainde, nor let thy foule contrlue 
Againft thy mother ought, Ieaue her to heauen. 
And to thofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her,fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme ih ewes the matine to be neere 
And gins to pale his vncffeftuall fire, 

Adiew, adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heauen, 6 earth, what els. 
And lhall I coupple hell, 6 fie, hold, hold my hart, 
And you my finnowes, growe not inflant olcl. 

But bearc me fwiftly vp 5 remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghofl whiles memory holds afeate 
In this diflra&ed globe, remember thee. 

Yea, from the tableof my memory 
lie wipe away all triuiall fond records, 

Alttawes of bookes, all formes, all preflures pafl: 
That youth and obferuation coppied there, 

A nd thy commandement all alone fliall liue. 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen, 

O mod pernicious woman. 

0 villaine, villaine, finding d amned villaine. 

My tables, meet it is I fet it do wne 

That one may finile, and fmile, and be a villaine. 
At leaft I am lure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So V ncle, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adew , adew, remember me. 

1 hauc fworn’t. 

Enter Horatio, and Marcellas, 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heauensfecurehira. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar. Illo , ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hilio, ho, ho, boy come, and come. 



Pywee of Defttnuthf* 

Mar. How i’ft my noble Lord? 

Hora. What newes my Lord f 
Ham. O, wonderfull. 

Hot a. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reueale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Hm. Howfiiyyou them would hart of man once thinke it, 

But you’le be fecret. 

Booth. I by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villaine. 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 

^ H^rTrerTnTedcrnoGhoft my Lord, come from the graue 
To tell vs this. 

Ham. Why right, you are m the tight. 

And fo without more circumftance at all 

I hold it fit that we ftiake hands and part, 

You, asyourbufines and defire fliall poyntyou, 

Jor euery man hath bufines and defire 
Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 

1 Hv^TEefe are but wilde and whurling words my Lord. 

Ham. I am forry they offend you hartily,. 

Yes faith hartily . 

j Hora. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrickbut there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion heerflp 
It is an honeft Ghoft that let me tell you,-. 

For your defire to knowe what is bet weene VS 
Oremaftret as you may, and now good friends. 

As you are friends, fchollers, and iouldiers, 

Giueme one poore requeft. 

Hora. What i’ft my Lord, we will. 

Ham. N euer make knowne what you haue feene to night. 
Booth. My Lord we will not. 

K«M»Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

Mar. Nor I my. Lor dia faith. 
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Ham. Vppon my fword. 

'Mar. Wc haue fworne my Lord already. 

Ham. Indeede vppon my fword, indeed. 

Ghost cries Tender the Stage . 

Ghojl. S weare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay’O thou fo, art thou there trupenny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellowein the Sellerige, 

Confent to fweare. 

Hor a. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this thatyou haue fecne 
S weare by my fword. 

Ghoft. S weare. 

Ham. Hk, dr vbique , then weele fliift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againe vpon my fword, 

Swearebymyfword *” 

Neuer to fpeak e of this that you haue heard. 

Ghoft. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. Wellfayd oldeMole,can’ft workeit’h earth fo faff, 
A worthy Pioner, once more remooue good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous Orange. 

Ham. And therefore as a Oranger giue it welcome. 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then are dream’t of in your plylofophie, but come 
Heere as before, neuerfo helpeyoumercy, 

(How Orange or odde fo mere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance heereafter Oiallthinke meet. 

To put an Antickedil'po (Irion on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer /hall 

Witharmes incombred thus, or this head fluke, 

Or by pronouncing offomedoubtfull phrafe. 

As well, well, we knocve, or wecould and if we would. 

Or if we liO to fp eake, or t here be and if they might. 

Or fuch ambiguous gluing but, to note) ° 

Thatyou kno;ve ought of me, this doe fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your mofl neede helpe you. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Him. ReO, reft, perturbed fpirit :fo Gentlemen, 

Widull my loue I doc commend me to you, 
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And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is, 

May doe t’exprefte his loue and frending to you 
God willing (hall not lack, let vs goe in together. 

And ftill vour fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of ioynr, 6 curfcd fpight 
That euer I was borne to fet it tight. 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt . 

Enter old Polonius , with his Man or two* 

Pol. Giuc him this money,. and thefe notes Reynaldo. 

Rey. I will my Lord. 

Pol You fhal! doe meruijes wifely good Reynaldo, 

Before you vifite him, to make inquire 
Ofhisbehauiour. 

Rej. My Lord? I did intend it. 

Pol. Mary well faid, very well faid *, lookc you fir. 

Enquire me firfl what Danskers arc in Parris, 

And hovv, and who, what meanes, and where they kcepc, 

What companie, at what expcnce, and finding 
By this encompafmcnt, and drift of queftion 
That they doe know my fonne, come you more ncerer 
Then your pcrriculer demaunds will tuch it, 

Take you as t’were Come diilant knowledge of him, 

Asthiis; I know his father, and his friends, 

And in part him, doe you markc this Reynaldo f 
%ey. I, very well my Lord. 

T#/. And in part him, but you may fay, not well, 

But y’ft be he I rncanc, hee’s very wilde, 

Adifted fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry none fo ranck 
As may difhonour him, rake heede of thar, 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall Hips, 

As are companions noted and mod knownc 
To youth and libertic. 

, As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwcaring. 

Quarrelling, drabbing,you may goefo for. 

Eey. My Lord, thar would difhonour him* 

'SW. Fayth as you may fcafon it in the charge* 

& You 
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You muft not put another fcandell on him, 

That he is open to incontinencie. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo qucntly 
That they may feemc the taints of libertie, 

The flail) and out-breake of a fieric mind, 

A fauagenes in vnrcclamed blood, 

.Ofgcnerall a (fault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

Tol. Wherefore fhould you doc this ? 

2 \ t y. I my Lord, I would know that. 

Tol. Marry fir, heer’s my drift, 

Andlbelieueitisa fetch ofwit. 

You laying thefe flight Tallies on myfonne 
Ast’werea thing a little foyld with working, 

Marke you, your parfie in conuerfe, him you would found 
Hauing euer fecnein'thc prenominat crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be allur’d 
He doles with you in this confcquence. 

Good fir, (orfo.) or friend, or gentleman, 

According to the phrafe, or the addiftion 
Of man and country. 

Rey. Very good my Lord, 

Tol. And then fir doos a this, a doos, what was I about to fay? 
By the made I was about to lay fomething, 

Where didlleaue? 

Rey. At clofes in the confcquence. 

Tol. At clofes in the confcquence, I marry, 

He clofes thus, I know the gentleman, 

I faw him yefterday, or th’other day, 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and as you lay, 

There was a gaming there, or tookc in’s rowfc, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 

1 faw him enter fuch a houfe of fale, 

Videlizef, a brothell, or fo foorth, fee you now, 

Your bait of fallhood take this carpe of truth, 

And thus doe we of wifedoroe, and of reach* 

With windlefles, and with alfaies of bias. 

By inductions find directions our, 

So by my former ledurc and aduife 
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Shall you my fonne j you haue me, haue you not ? 

l\ey, My Lord, I haue. 

Tol. 0od buy ye, far ye well, 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

Tol. Oblerue bis inclination in your felfe. 

; Rey . I lhall my Lord. 

Tol. And let him ply his mufique. 

•Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Tol. Farewell. How now Ophelia, whafs the matter ? 

Oph. O my Lord, ray Lord, I haue bccnc fo affrighted, 

Tol. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophe. My Lord, as I was lowing in my cloflet. 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d. 

No hat vpon his head, his llockins fouled, 

Vngartred, and downe gyued to his ancle. 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other. 

And with alookc fo pittious in purport 
As if he had been looted out of hell 
T o fpeake of horrors, he comes before me* 

Tol. Mad for thy loue ? 

Oph. My lord I doe not know. 

But truly I doe fearc it. 

Tol, Whatfaidhe? 

Oph. He rooke me by the wrifl, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perulall of my face 
Asa would c^raw it, long ftayd he lo. 

At lalt, a little lhaking of mine armc. 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifd a figh fo pittious an d profound 
As it dicHeeme to fhatrer all his bulke, 

And end his bceing 5 that done, he lets me goe, 

And with his head ouerhis Ihoulder turn’d 
Hcc Teem’d to find his way without his eyes, 

For out adoorcs he went without theyr helps, 

And to thclaft bended their light on me. 
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Tot. Come, goe with mcc, I will goc feeke the King, 

This is the very extacic of louc, 

Whofe violent properrie fordoos it felfe, 

And Icadcs the will to defperat vndertakings 
As oft as any pafsions vnder heauen 
That dooes afflift our natures : I aim fbrry. 

What) baue you giuen him any hard words of late ? 

Oph. No my good Lord, but as you did commaun& 

I did repell his letters, and denied 
His accede to me, 

TV. That hath made him mad; 

I am forry, that with better h cede and Judgement? 

I had not cotcd him, I fear’d he did but trifle 
.And meant to wrack thee, but beflirowmy Ieloufles. 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To cafl beyond our fclues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
T o lack difererion i come, goc we to the King, 

Thismufl be knowne, which beeingkeptclofe, might mouc 
More griefeto Hide, then hate to vtter louc, 

Come*.. Exemt. 



Flonft. Enter King and £)ueene y Rpfencraus and 
CjuyldenHerne. 

King. Welcome &ctxc7(^encraus,an&(juyldcnflerne p 
Moreoucr, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our haflie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation, focall it, 

Sith nor th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Rcfemblcs that it was, what it fhould be. 

More then his fathers death,thaf thus hath put him 
So much from thVnderflandingofhimfclfe 
1 cannot dreamcof: Icntrcateyouboth 
That beeing of fo young dayes brought vp with him, 

A nd fit h fo nabored to his youth and hauior, 

That you voutfafe your ref} heerc in our Court 
Some little rime, fo by your companies 
To draw him on to plcafures, and to gather 



* * 



k— 



Prince of Denmark?- 

TgSsS "• : teh much talfce ofyoa, 
am two men there is not lining 

T o whom he more adheres, if it w, |f 1^*^ ^° U 
To fhew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

Asto expend your t.me wrth vs a wh.le. 

For the lupply and P* ofit °^? U L h £ P< L 
Your vifitation fhaU recciue fuch thanks 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof, Both your Maieflies 

Might by the foueraigne power you haue of vs, 

PuTyour dread pleafures more into commaund 
Then to entreatie. 

But we both obey. 

And heerc giue vp our fclues in the full bent. 

To lay our feruicc freely at your fecte 

To be iommaunded. . a 

Km. Thanks Rofencraus , and gentle GtpldenUerne. 

C)uee. Thanks Guyldentterne, and gentle %ofcncraus . 
And I befeech you mfiaptly to vifite 
]My too much changed fonne, goe tome or j ou 
And bring thefc gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guyl. Hcauens make our prefence and our practices 

Plcafant and helpfull to him. . 

G)uee. I Amen, £xemt%of. andGujldi 

Enter Polonisu ♦ 

Pol. Th’embafiadors from Norway my good Lord, 

Are ioy full v returnd. 

King. Thou ftill hart been the father of good newes. 

PoL Haue I my Lord ? 1 afTure my.good Liege 
1 hold my dutie as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King*, 

A nd I doe thinke, or els this brainc of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie fo fure 
As it hathvfd to doe, that 1 haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe 1 long to hearts 

E $ 



foi. 
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Vel. Giue firft admittance to th’embaflTadors, 

My newes (hall be the fruite to that great fcaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
He tells me my AeexeCJertratelhs hath found 
The head and fource ofall your Tonnes diflemper. 
gute. I doubf it is.no other but the rnaine 
His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter 8m b a (factors. 

King. Well, we fhall fife him, welcome my good friends. 
Say Voltewand , what from our brorher Norway ? 

VoL Mod fairc returnc of greetings and dcfircs} 

V pon our firft, he fent out to fuppreflc 
His Nephews leuies, which tohimappeard 
To be a preparation gainft the r PolUche t 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your highnes, whereat greeu*d 
That fo his fickncs, age, and impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefls 
On Fortenbra(fe, which he in breefe obeyes, 

Rcceiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 

Makes vow before his Vncle neuer more 
To giue th’aflay of Armes againfi your Maiefiic: 
Whereon old Norway oucrcomc with ioy, 

Giues him threefcorc thoufand crowncs in.anuaU feCf 
And his commifsion to imploy thofe fouldiers 
So leuied (as before) againft the Pollack?, 

With an entreafie hcercin further fhone, 

That it might pleafe you to giue quiet pafle 
Th rough your dominions for this enterprifc 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance 
As therein are fet downc. 

Ktng 4 It likes vs well, 

And at our more confidered rime, wee’le read, 

Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufines : 

Meane time, we fhankc you for your well fooke labour, 
Goc ro your reft, at night wcele feaft together. 

Mod welcome home. Exeunt Embajftdors. 

Pol. This bufines is well ended* 



Prince of Dcnmrkc. 

Mv Liege «d Maddam, tocxpoflulate 

Were Jlhingbal ro w>fl night. Jay, slid time. 

Therefore brcuitic is the foulc of wit. 

And tedioufnes the lymmes and outward florifoes, 
fwill be briefe, your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for t0 define tru f l ? iad *, 

What itt but to be nothing els but mad. 

But let that goc. 

Quee. More matter with leffc art. 

Pol. Maddam, I fweare 1 vfe no art at all. 

That hec’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty, 

And pitty tis tis true, a foolifh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art. 

Mad let vs graunt him then, and now remaines 
That we find out the caufe of this- ettect. 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defeft, 

For this effca devalue comes by caufe -• 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus 

Perpend, _ • 

1 haue a daughter, haue while (he is mine, 

Who in her dutie and obedience, marke. 

Hath <nuen me this, now gather and furmite, 

° To the Celettiall and my Joules I doll, the Mott beau- 
tified Ophelia, that’s an ill phrafe, a vile phrafe, 
beautified is a vile phrafe, but you {hall heare : thus tn • 
her excellent white bojome, thefe &c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? > 

Tol. Good Maddam flay awhile, I will be fai’hfull, 

•Doubt thou the Jlarres are fire. Letter « 

Doubt that the Sunne doth meue. 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

But neuer doubt I loue. _ t 

O deere Ophelia, I am ill at thefe numbers , I haue not art fo reden 
my crones butthatIlouctheebefl,6mofl beft belieueif, adew* 
Thine euermoremoft deere Lady, whilft this machine is to him. 
Pol This inobcdience hath my daughter flaowne me, ( Hamlet . 
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As they fell our by time, by tneanes, and place, 

All £;iuen to mine care. 

King But how hath Hie receiu’d his louc ? 

Pol What doe you tbinkc of me > 

King. As of a man faithfull and honorable. 

Pol. 1 would faine proue fb, but what mightyou thinks 
When I had feenc this hole loue on the wing, 

As I pcrcciu’d it (I muff fell you that) / 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deerc Maiedic your Queene hecrc thinke. 

If I had playd the Dcske, or Table booke, 

Or giuen my hart a working mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to worke. 

And my young Miftris thus I did befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy (far. 

This mud not be : and then I preferipts gauc her 
That die fhould locke her felfc from her refo rf, 

Admit no mcfTengcrs, receiucno tokens. 

Which done, fhc tooke the fruites of roy aduife : 

And he repell’d, a fhort talc to make, 

Fell info a fadnes, then into a faff, 

Thence to a wath, thence into a weakenes. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this declenfion, 1 
Into the madnes wherein now he raues, 

A nd all vve mourne for. 

King, Doc you thinke this ? 

jQuee. It may be very like. 

Tol. Hath there been fuch a time, I would faine know that. 
That I hauc pofitiuely faid, tis fo. 

When it proou’d otherwife l 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol Take this, from this,ifthisbcotherwife> 

If circumfianccs leade rtfe, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkes fourc houres together 
Hecrc in the Lobby, 






Prince of Denmark 

^^ 1 °° ti S me jfe loofc my daughter to him, 

B s vou and 1 behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if heloue her nor. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon 
Let me be no afsiftantfor aftate 
But k eepe a farme and carters. 

** w.«n«rfc. awKmfa . 

om But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
*T Away°I doebefeech you both away , B* 

He bord him prefently , oh giue me leaue. 

How* dooes my good Lord Hamlet { 

Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Tol. Doe you knowe me my Lord . 

Ham. Exc ellent well, you are a Filhmonger. 

Tol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honelt a man. 

Tol. HoneftmyLord. 

Ham. 1 fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is ro be one man pickt out of tenne thoufand. 

Tol. That’s very true my Lord. ... » • 

Ham. For if the funnebreede maggots in a dead dogge , being a 
good kifsing carrion. Haue you a daughter $ 

Tol. I haue my Lord. ; , 

Ham. Let her not walke i’ch Sunne, conception is a blelsing, 

But as vour daughter may conceaue, friend looke to t. 

Tol. How fay you by that, frill harping on my daughter , yet bee 
knewe me not at firft, afayd I was a Filhmonger, a is far re gone, 
and truly in my youth, Ifuffred much extremity for loue, very 
neere this . llefpeake to himagaine. What doe you reademy 
Lord. . 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Tol. What is the matter my Lord. 

Ham. Betweenewho. 

Tol. I meane the matter that you reademy Lord. 

Ham. Slaunders fir 5 for the fatericall rogue fayes heere, that old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces arewnnckled, their eyes 
.purging thick Amber, & plumtree gum, 6 c that they haue a pleu- 
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tifulllacke of wit, together with moft weake hams , all which fir 
though I mod powerfully nndpotentliebelieue, yet I hold it not 
honelly to haue it thus fee downe, for your felfe fir fhall groweold 
as I am riflike a Crab you could goe back waid. 

“Pol. Though this be nridnefte, yet there is method in’t , willyou 
vvalke our of the ayre rtfy Lord c* 

Hum. Intomygraue. 

Pal. Indeede that’s out of the ayre ; ho w pregnant fometimes 
his replies are, a happines that often machiefte hies on, which reafon 
and fandity could nor fo pi bfperoufl/ be dehtiered of. I willJeaue 
him and my daughter. My Lord, I will take my lenue of you. 

Hum. You cannot take from trice any thifig that I will not more 
Willingly partwithall: except my life, except my life, exceptmy 
life. Enter Guyldcrfterile , and Rnfcncruus. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. ’ ‘ r , 

Hum. Thefe tedious old fooles. 

Pol. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet t there he is. 

J{of. Godfaueyoufir. 

Guyl My honor’d Lord. 
l\of. My moft deere Lord. 

Hum. My extent good friends,how dooft thou Guyldcrflemt 
A HofcncrdHs, good lads how doeyou both? 

JtyC As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gtiyl Happy, inthat we are not euer happy on Fortuneslap* 

We are not the very button. , . » 

Hum. Nor the foies of her fiiooe. ' i 

}{o[. N e i rl ier my L o rd . 

Hum. Then you hue about her waft, orinthemiddfeoFIierfa- 
Gttyl. Faith her priuates we. : • (uors. 

Hum. In the fecret parts of Fortune, oh moft true,fiie is a ftrumpet, 
What newes t’ 

J\pf. None my Lord, butthe worlds grownehoneft. 

Hum. Then is Doomes day neere, but your newes is nottrue. 

But in the beaten way of fn end (hi p, jvha t make you at Elfonomel 
J\of. Tovifit youmy Lord, no other occafion. 

Hum. Begger that I am, I am eiier poore in thankes,but I thanh 
^ou, and fure deare friends, my thankes are too dearea halfpenp 
Were you not fent for s’ is it your owneindining s’ is it a free vifitati 
on s’ come, come, deale iuftly with me, come, coine, nay fpeake. 

Guy. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 



Prince of Denmark?. 

fent for you. T ,, 

jjf K*'ri7,«a, L :bu t le, meconiureyou, by.be 

rigte rfenr/ellcftip , by 

me whether you were fent for or no. 

aneyeofyou tifyouloue me hold notof. 

Cml My Lord we were fent for. . . . 

Hum. I will tell you why , fo fliall my anticipation preuent j our 
dSensand your fecrecie to the King & Queene -moult no fea- 
ther, I haue of late , but wherefore I ktjowe not, loft all ™ ’ 

for 0 on all cuflome of exercifes: and indeede it goes fo heaudy 'wvh 

my difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth , feemes to mee a 

flerill promohtorie , this moft excellent Canopie the ayre , look e 
you, this brane orehanging firmament , this maiefticall roofefret- 
ted with golden fire, why itappcareth nothing to niebutafou'e 

and.peftilent congregation of vapoures . VVhat peece of w orke is a 

man P , how noble in reafon, howinfinit inquiries , in forme and 
moouing, how exprefte and admirable in aftion, how like an n- 
gell in apprehenfion,how like a God : the beautie of the world , the 
paragon ofAnnimales; and yet to me, what is this QinnrefTence o 
duft : man delights not me , nor women neither , tuougn y J our 

(milling, you feeme to fay fo. 

M My Lord, there was no fiich fluffe in my thoughts* 

J lam. Why did yee laugh then, when I fay d man delights not me* 

Hof To thinke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lemon 
entertainment the players fliall repeaue from you , we coted them 
on the way, and hether are they commmg to offer you feruice. 

Ham. He that play es the King(hal be welcome, his Maieitie fhal 
, haue tribute on me, the aduenterous Knight fh all vfe his fo) le and 
target, the Louerfhall not figh gratis, the humorus Man fliall end 
his part in peace, and the Lady fhallfay her minde freely -or the 
black verfe fliall haultfor’t. What players are they ? 

Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Trage* 
diansoftheC*^^ 
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Hrn. How chances it they trauai! e i their refidence both in renn 
tation, and profit was better both waycs. ° * 

fyf I thinke their inhibition, comes by themeanesof thelar* 
innouafion. e 

Ham. Doerhey holdthefame eftimation they did when Ivvasin 
the Citty $ are they (o followed. 

J{of. N o ind cede are they not. 

Ham It is not very Orange, for my Vncle is King of Denmarke,and 
thofethat would make mouths at him while iny father liued,»i Ue 
twenty, fortie, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Picture 
in little, s’bloud there is fomthing in this more then naturall if 
Philofophie could find it out. *4 Florifb. * 

There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure , your hands come 
thcn,tb appurtenance of welcome is fafliion and ceremor/ieftet 
mee comply with you in this garb :let me extent to the players, 
which I tell you mufl fhowefairely outwards , fhould moreap, 
pearelike entertainment then yours d you are welcome: but roy 
V ncle-father,and Aunt-mother,aredeceaued. 

Guyl. In what my deare Lord. 

Ham I am but mad North North weft j when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I knowe a Hauke,from a hand faw. 

Enter Volomm* 

Tol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Harke you Cuyldmfterne, and you to, at each eare a hearer, 
that peat baby you fee there is riot yet out ofhisfwadling clouts. 

m. H appily he is the fecond time come to them, for they fay an 
old man is twice a child. 

Ham. 1 will prophecy ,he comes ro tell me of the players.markit, 
Toil fay r^ht fir, a Monday morning, t’was then indeed c. 

"Pol. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tel you : when Rofftus was an Aftot 
in Rome. " 

Pol. The Ailors are come hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol. Vppon my honor. 

Ham. Then came each A&or on his Afte. 

rrn ^ he n befl ,f^ or * in th e world, either for Tragedie,Comed/> 

liutoiy, Paftorall, Paftorall Comic all , HiftoricallPaftoralI,fcene 

' indeuidiblc- 



Ham. 

Pol. 

Ham. 

Pol. 



Prince of Denmark . 

• a .Mfiihle or Poem vnlimited. Sceneca cannot be too heauy, nor 
puJmoo lightfor thelaweof writ, and theliberty : thefearethe 

°tZo Teptba Judge oflfraell, what a treafurehad’ft thou ? 

Pol ' What a treafurchadhe my Lord ? .... . , 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which he loued 
pafsing well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ami not i’th right old Iepthai 

If you call me Icptha my Lord, I haue a daughter that I loue 
Nay that followes nor. ^pafsing well. 

Pol. What followes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as bylotGodwot, and then you knowe it came to 
pa(Tc as mod like it was 5 the fir ft rowe of the pious chanfon will 
ihoweyou more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 

Enter tbePlayers. 

Ham. Youarewelcomemaifters,we!coraeall,Iamgladtofee thee 

well , welcome good friends , oh old friend , why thyface is va- 
Janft lince I fawthee lalUom’ft tliou to beard me in Denmark^ 
what mv young Lady and miftris, by lady yourLadilhippe is 
nerer ro heauen , then when I faw youlaft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God your voyce like a peece ofvncunant gold, 
bee noccrackt within the ring: maifters you are ad we come, 
vveele ento’c like friendly Fankners , fly at any thing we fee, 
weelehaueafpeechftraite, come giue vs a tall of your quality', 
come a pafsionate fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,but it was neucr ailed, 
or if it was, not aboue once , for the play I remember pleald not 
themillion,t’was cauiary tothegenerall,butitwasasIreceaued 
it & others , whofe iudgements in fuch matters cried in the top 
f mine, an excellent play, well digefted in the fcene$, r et c ovvne 
with as much modeflie as cunning . I remember one fayd there 
were no fallets in the lines, to make the matter fauory , nor no 
matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeilion, 
but cal d itan honeft method, as wliolefbm^asfweete,& by very 
much,moreliandfOme then fine:one fpeech in’t I chiefely loued, 
t’was ^ieneas talke to Dido, & there about of it especially when he 
fpeakes of Priams flaughter , ifitliue in your memory begin at 
this line, let mefee, let me fee, the rugged Pirbtts like Th’ircanian 
E z beaft. 
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beaft, tis not fo,it beginnes wich Pirrlmaht rugged firrhrn, he whole 
fable Armes, 

Black as his purpofe did the night refemble. 

When he lay couched in th’omynous horfe^ 

Hath now this dread and black completion fmeard. 

With heraldy more difmall head to foore, 

Now is he totall Gules horridly trickt 

With blood offathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and empafted with the parching ftreetes 
That lend a tirrafcus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther, rolled in wrath and fire, 

And thusor^-'cifed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like Carbunkles,the hellrih Thiyrhus 
Old grandfire Triton feekes 5 fo proceede you. 

Pol. Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 

Play. Anon he finds him, (difcretion, 

Striking too Ihort at Greek es, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where itfals, 

Repugnant to commaund $ vnequall roatchr, 

Pirrbtis at Priam driues , in rage ftnkes wide, 

But with the whiffe and winde of his fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father fals : 

Seerhing to feele this blowe, with flaming top 
Stoopes to his bafe 5 and with a hiddious crafh 
Takes prifoner Pin-bus eare, for loe his fword 
Which was declining on the milkie head 
Ofreuerent Vriam, feem’d fth ayre to flick. 

So as a painted rirant Pirrbu; flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 

Hid nothing : 

But as we often fee again!! lome ftorme, 

A filence in the heauens,tbe racke fland flill. 

The bold winds fpeechlefle, and theorbebelowe 
As hulh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after Pinhus paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a worke. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Marfas Armor forg’d for proofe eterne, 

With lefle remcrfe then Pirrhus bleeding fword 
Novv-faiis on Pnom. 
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Our out, thou flrumpet Fortune, all you gods, 7 

Tn Generali finod take away her power, 

feake all the fpokes, and follies from her wheele. 

And boule the round naue downe the hill of heaue 
Asloweas to the fiends. 

hL SriUo°the n garbers with your beard ; pretheefay on, he’s 
Si or a taleof bawdry, or hefleepes,fay on.cometo Hecuba. 

* ?/*> But who, a woe, had feene the moblfid Qucene, 

Htnii The mob led Queen e. 4? 

9°Uy Runnebarefoote vp and downe, threatningtk ^a mes 
With Bifon rehume,a clout vppon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe, 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes , 

Ablancketin the alarmeoffeare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom ileept, 

Gninil fortunes ft ate would trealon haue pronounlt j 
But if the gods themfelues did fee her then, 

When flielaw Pinhus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fword her hufbandlimmes. 

The inflant burl! of clamor that Are made, 

Vnlefle things mcrtall tnooue them not at all. 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 

Andpafsioninthegods. . , 

jW. Looke where he has not turnd lus cullour,and has teares in s 

eves, prethee no more. . . 

’ Ham. Tis well, lie haue thee fpeake,out the reft of this loone. 
Good my Lord will you fee the players well bellowed ; doe yoti 
heare, let them be wellvfed , for they are the abflraft andbreefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 

bad Epitaph then their ill report whileyouliue. - 

Pol. My Lord , I will vfe them according to their deferr. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe euery man after his de« 
fert, & who fliall fcape whipping, vfe them after your owne honor 
and dignity, the lefle they deferue the more mernt is in your boun- 
ty. Take them in.. 

Pol. Come firs. 

&»».Follow him friends, wedeheare a play to morrowcjdolt thou 

lieare 
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hears me old friend, can you play the murther of Gmvato f 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Weele hate to morrowe night, you could for need eftudy 
afpeechof fomedofen lines, or fixteene lines, which Iwouldfec 
downe and infert in’t, could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. V ery wel 1 .followe that Lord, & looke you mock him not.' 
My good friends,Ileleaue you tell night, you are welcome to Elfn. 
me. Exeunt Pol . and Players. 

E&f. Good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Ham. I fo God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefantflaue am I. 

Is it not monftrous that this player heerc 
But in a fixion, in a dreame ofpafsion 
Could force his foule fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diflraftion in his afpeft, 

A broken voyce, an his wholefunttion futing 
With formes to his conceit jand all for nothing. 

For Hecuba. 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That hefhould weepe for her f'what would he doe 

Had he the motiue, and that for pafsion 

That I haue i he would drowne the ftage with teares. 

And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpcecli. 

Make mad the guilty, and appale the.free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeede 
The very faculties cfeyes and eares jvetl, 

A dull and muddy metteld raskall peake. 

Like Iohn-a-dreames, vnprfegnant of my caufc. 

And can fay nothings no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and mod deare life, 

A damn’d defeate was made : am J a coward, 

Who cats me villaine, bre jkes my pate a crofTe, 

Pluckes offmy beard , and biowes it in my face, 

T wek es me by the n ofe, giues m e the lie fib thraote 
As deepe as to the lunges, who does me this, 

Hah, s’wounds I ihould takeit . for it cannot be 
But I ampidgion liuerd, and lack gall 
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Prince of Denmark?. 

To make opprefsion bitter, or ere this 
I (hould a fatted all the region kvtes . 

With this flaucs oflfall, bloody, bandy vdaine, 

Remorflefle, treeberous, lecherous, kindleflc villaine. 

Why what an AiT'cam I, this is moll braue, . c : 

That I the fonne of a decre murthcred, . 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell. 

Muff like a whore vnpacke my hart with words, 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe 5 a ft ally on, fie vppont, 

About my braues > hum, I haue heard, , 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the feene, _ 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foule, that prcfentlf 
They haue proclaim’d their malcfaft ions : 

For murther, though it haue no tongue will fpcake 
With moft miraculous organ : He haue thefe Players 

Play fomething like the murther of my father ; 

Before mine Vncle,Ile obferue his looke*, 
lie tent him to thcquickc,ifa doe blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue fcenc 
May be a dcale, and the deale hath power 
T’aflume aplealingftiape, yea, and perhaps. 

Out of my weakenes, and my melancholy. 

As he is very potent with fuchfpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me 5 lie hdue grounds 
More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing 
Wherein lie catch the confidence of the King. Exit. 

• ' t ^ , 4 r . r r» * ♦ *\ N ' r « 1 . r ♦ r Vjf 

Enter King, Gueene, Polonius, Ophelia, Ppfencratts, Cjujl- 
denflerne, Lerds. 

King. An can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this eonfufion. 

Grating fo hardily all his dayes of quiet / ; 

With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

%°f. He dooes confeffe he feeles himfclfe diftra&ed. 

But from what caufe, a will by no meanes fpcake. 

Ghjl. Nor doe we find him forward to be founded. 

But with a craftie madnes keepes aloofe 
When wc would bring him on 10 fomc confcfsion 

G, . Of 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Of his true ftate. 

£)uee. Didherecciueyouwell? 

%of. Moll like a gentleman. 

Cjuyl. But with much forcing of his difpofition, 

P.of Niggard of queflion, but of our demaunds 
Mod free in his reply. 

Oaee. Did you allay him to any padime ? 

Hof. Maddatn, it (o fell out that cerraine Player* 

We ore-raught on the way, of thefc we told him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy 
To hcare of it : they are hcere about the Court, 

And as I thinke, they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. Tis mod true. 

And he befeecht me to intreatyour Maicftic* 

To heare and fee the matter. , 

King. With all my hart, 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen giue him a further edge, 

And driue his purpofc into thefe delights. 

Rof. We fhall my Lord. Exeunt %of. & Gttyl. 

King . Sweet (Jertrardylesae vs two. 

For we haue clofcly Cent for Hamlet hether. 

That he as t’were by accedcnt, may heerc 
Affront Ophelia 5 her father and my felfe, 

Wcc’le fo bellow our felues, that feeing vrilecne, 

We may of their encounter franckly iudge. 

And gather by him as he is behau’d, 

1ft be th’affliilion of his louc or no 
That thus he fufFers for. 

Jjhiee. I lliall obey you. 

And for your part Ophelia, I doc wifh 
That your good Beauties be the happy caule 
Of Hamlets wildnes, fo fhall I hopeyour vcrtucs. 

Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 

To both your honours, o- b ■ w: ■ 

Oph. Maddam, I yvifh it may. 

Pol, Ophelia walke you hscrc, gracious fo plcafe you, 

~ > ■ , • 
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Vie will bellow our felues*, reade on this booke, 
That {how of fuch an exercifc may cullouc 
Your lowliness wc are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d, that with dcuotions viu 
« _ a ninitc aft ion. we doc lu&ar ore 
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King. O tis too true, . r . 

How W a lalh that fpeech doth giue my confcicnce 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaflringart. 

Is not more ougly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my molt painted word : 

Ohcauy burthen. 



Enter Hamlet, 

Pol. I heare him comming, with-draw roy Lord. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the quellion, 
Whether tis nobler in the minde to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune. 

Or to take Armesagainft a lea of troubles, 

And by oppofing, end them, to die to fleepe - 

No more, and by a fleepc, to fay wc end 

The hart-ake.and the thoufand naturall Ihocks 
That flefli is heirc to 5 tis a confirmation 
Dcuoutly to be wiffit to die to fleepe. 

To fleepe, perchance fo dreame, I there’s the rub, 
For in that fleepe of death what dr eames may come 
When wc haue Ihuffled off this mortall coylc 
Mud giue vs paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calami.fie of Co long life : 

For who would bearc the whips andfeornesoftime, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the projude mans contumely, 
The pangs of defpiz’d ioue, the lawes delay. 

The infolence of office, and the fpurncs 
That patient merrit of th’vn worthy takes, 

When he himfelfe might his quictas make 
With a bare bodkin 5 who would fardels bearc. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a wearie life. 

But that the dread of lomething after death, 

The vndifcoucr’d country, from whofc borne 




The Ty Age die of Hamlet 

No trauiler refurnes, puzzels the will, 

And makes vs rather bearc thole ills we haue, 

Then flic to others that we know not of; 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards, 

And thus the natiue Iiiew of refblution 
Is fickled ore with the pale cart of thought, 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment, 

With this regard theyr currents turnc awry. 

And loofe the name of aftion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remcnibrcd. 

Oph. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you well, 

Oph. My Lord, I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed Ibng-to redcltuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuergaue you ought. 

Oph, My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And with them words of fo fweet breath compafd " • 

A s made thefe things more. rich, their perfume loft, 

T ake thefe againe, foi- to the noble mind 
B ich gifts wax poore when giuers proouc vnkind, 

There my Lord. . ' ' 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you noheft/ ‘ ‘ 

Oph. My Lord;" ■’ ’ ‘ - r ' • 

Ham. Are you faire? ■ 

Oph. WhatmeanesyourLordfliip?" 

Ham. That if you be honefl & faire, you fbotild admit 
no difeourfe to your beautic. 

Oph. Could beauty my Lord haue better comerfe 
Then with honeflic# ! *‘ 

Ham. I truly, for the power ofbeautiewill foqncr transformed 
neflie from what it is to a bawde, then the force of honeflie can trail 
late beautie info bis likenes, this wasfproetime a paradox, but nowt 
time giues it proofc , 1 did loue you ohcc 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made me bclieue fo. 

Ham. You fhould not haue beleeu’d me, for vertue cannot lb 
cuocutat our old flock, but wc (hall rclilh of it, I loued you not. 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

°P h - ^he'eaNunryswhy would’fl thou be a breeder of fin- 

G ?, f e if e indifferent honefl, but yet I could accufe mec of 
tiers, I am m> fe ■ Mother had not borne mec : I am 

fuch things. t ia ul | m bitious, with morc offences at my beck, 
C. fc„.hr s ,o pu, .hem in, imagination to |.ue .hem Ihape, 

h Oph. At home my Lord. 

iL. Let the doores be fhut vpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in’s ownc houfe, 

*Sf Q helpe him you fweet heauens. 

Ham. If thou dooft marry , lie giue thee thupl 
ne be thou as chaft as y ce, as pure as fnow .thou U 
lumny 5 get thee to a Nunry farewell. Or if thou 
^rv a foole for wife men knowc well enough 
make of them: to a Nunry goe, and quickly to, farewell. 

t “ * 

ZZ one fce "nd ynn make ^ & “T 

h e an” von lift you nickname God. ceam.es, and make you, wan- 
5 • Mnt'f erne to lie no more on’f, it hath made me maddc, 

1“S haue no mo marriage, ,hofe .ha. ate manndft.ead.e aU 
to one (hall hue, .he .eft ftaall keep as .hey are , .o a Nunry go. M 

Oph. O what a noble mind is heere orethrownc . 

The Courtiers, fouldiers, fchollers, eye, tongue, fword, 
Th’exoeftation, and Rofe of the faire flate, 

The aiafle of fafliion. and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferu’d of all obferuers, quite quite downe. 

And I of Ladies mod deleft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honny of his mufickt vowes* 

Now lee what noble and meftfoueraigne reafon 
Like fweet bells iangled out of time, and haifh, 

That vnmatcht forme, and flamre of blowne youth 
Blafled with ext acie, 6 woe is mec 



ie for thy dow- 
not efcape ca- 
needcs marry, 
lat monflers you 








The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Enter King and ‘ Polonius . 

King. Loue, his affe&ions doe nol that way tend. 

Nor what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes,. there’s fomething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood, 

And 1 doe doubt, the hatch and the difdofe 
VVillbefome danger*, which for to preuenr, 

I haue in quick determination 
Thus fet it downe : he fhall with fpeedc to England, 

For the demaund of our negle&ed tribute. 

Haply the Teas, and countries different. 

With variable obietts, (hall expell 
This fomething fetlcd matter in his hart, 

Whereon his braincs (till beating 
Puts him thus from falhion of himfclfc. 

What thinkc you on’t ? 

Pol, It fhall doe well. 

But yet doe I belicue the origin and comencemcnf of his greefe, 
Sprung from neglefled louc : How now Ophelia I 
You neede not tell vs what Lord Hamlet faid. 

We heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But ifyou hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his Qucene-mother all alone inti cate him 
To fhow his griefe, let her be round with him. 

And lie be plac’d (fo pleafe you) in the care 
Of all their conference, if fhc find him not, 

To England [end him : or confine him where 
Your wifedome befl (hall thinkc. 

King. It fiial 1 be fo, 

Madnes in great ones muff not vnmatcht goe. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet , and three of the P layers. 

Ham. Spcakc rhe fpcech I pray you as I pronoun’d if to you, (rip 
pingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as many of our Players do. 
I bad asliuc the towne cryer fpolee my lines, nor doe notfaw theayre 
too much with your hand thus, but vfc all gently s for in the very tor* 
rent tempeft, and as I may fay, whirlwind of your paflion, youxnufl 
acquire and beget a temperance , that may giue it fmootbncfle, oil 
offends mce to the foule, to hcarc a robuftious perwig-pated fellow 

ten 



rQK'A* 



Prince of Denmark e. 

tBt a paflion to totters, to very rags, to fpleet the cares of the ground- 
*L P vvho for the mot) part arc capable of nothing but mcxplica- 
§ umbe fliowes, and noy fe s I would haue fuch a fellow wh.pt for 
ore dooing Termagant, it out Herods Herod, pray you auoyde it. 
° ‘Tidier. *1 warrant your honour. . 

fillet. Be not ioo tame neither, but let your owne d.fcrelion be 
vour tutor, fare the aftion to the word, the word to the afbon , with 
fpeciall obferuancc, that you ore-fleppc not the modchc ofna- 
u c * P For anything foore-doone, is from the purpofc of playing, 

whofe end both at the firft, and novvc, was and is , to holce as twere 
,he Mirrour vp to nature, to fhew vertue her feature 5 fcorne her own 
tIL and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflures 
How this ouer-done, or come tardie off, though it makes the vnskil - 
full lau»h, cannot but make the iudicious greeue , the cenfare of 
which one, mutt in your allowance ore-weigh a whole/Theater of o- 
thers O there be Players that I haue fecne play , and heard others 
pray fd, and that highly, not to fpcake it prophanely , that neither ha- 
uino- th’acccnt of Chrifi ians, nor the gate of Chi tfitan, Pagan, nor 
mn, haue fo firutted & bellowed, that I haue thought fame of Na- 
tures Iornimcn had made men, and not made them well , they imita- 
ted humanitiefoabhorninably. ' 

•player. 1 hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs. 

Ham. O reforme it altogether, and let thofc that play yourckmnes 
fpeake no more then is fet downe for them, for there be of them that 
wil themfelues laugh, to fet on fame quanfmeof barrainc fpcfhtors 
to lau»h to, t hough in the mcane time, fame neceffary quefhonot 
the play be thenio be confidercd, that’s villanous, and fhewes a molt 
pittifall ambition in the foole that vfes it : goe make you rcadic. How 
now my Lord, will the King hearc this peccc of workc J 

Enter Cjuyldenslcrnc, & \\ofcnCraus. 

Pol. And the Queehetoi and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Play<*p 3 akc haft. Will you two help to haften thee 
Rof I my Lord. " Exeunt they two. 

Ham. What ho we, Horatio. Enter Horatio. 

Bora. Hecre fwcct Lord, at your feruice* 

Ham. Horatio , thou art een asiuft a man 
iS-erc my conucrfation copt wuhall. 

Hor. O my deerc Lord. ^ 
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Nay j doe not thinke I flatter, 

For what aduancemcnt may I hope from thee 

That no reuenew hafl but thy good fpirits 

To feede and clothe thee, why fhould the poore be flatterd ? 

No, let the candied tongue lickc abfuAl pompc, 

And crookc the pregnant hindges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning ; doofl thou hcare, 

Since my dearc foule wasmiflris of her choice. 

And could of men diflinguifh her eleflion, 

S’hath feald thee for herfclfe, for thou haft been 
As one in fuffring all that fuflfers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Flaft tane with equall thanks ; and blcft are thofe 
Whofe blood and iudgement are fo well comedled, 

That they are not a pype for Fortunes finger 
To found what flop fhc plcafe : giue me that man 
That i> not pafsions flaue, and I will wcarc him 
In my harts core, I in my hart of hart 
As I doe thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play"to night before the King, 

One fccne of it comes neere the circumflance 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethee when thoufeeft that aft a foote, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vncle.if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe vnkennill in one fpcech. 

It is a damned ghoft that we haue feene, 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vutcans flithy y giue him heedfull note. 

For I mine eyes will riuet to his face, 

And after we will both our iudgemen tsioyne 
In ccnfure of his feeming. 

Hor. Well my lord, 

If a fteale ought the whilft this play is playing 
And feape detefted, I will pay the theft. 

"Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drttmmes, King, Quccne 
Pelontus, Ophelia. 

Ham. They are comming to the play. Imuft be idle, 



Prince of Denmark?. 

Get you a place. 

jcme. How fares our cofin Hamlet f 
Ham. Excellent yfaith. 

Of Carochons difh, I cate the ayre, 
promiferam’d, you cannot feede Capons fo. 

King. 1 haue nothing with this aunfwcr Hamlet, , 

Jhefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th V njuerfitie you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord , and was accounted a good Aflor, 
Ham. What did you enaft ? 

TV, I did enatt Iulius Cafor, I was kild i’th Capi tall, 

Uruttu kild mec. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitall a ealfe there. 

Be the Players readic 2 

jtpf. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience, 

Ger. Come hether my deere Hamlet, fit by me. 

Hm. No good .mother, heere’s mettle more attra&iue. 

Pol. Oho,doeyoumarkethaf. 

Ham. Lady (hall I lie in your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. M 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a fayre thought to lye bctweene maydes legs. 

Oph. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Oph. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God your onely Iigge-maker, what fhould a man do but 
ie merry, for looke you how chcercfully my mother lookes, and my 
f«her died within’s two howres. 

Oph. Nay, tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the deule weare blacke , for lie haue a 
i ute of fables *, 6 heauens, die two months agoe, and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memorie may out-lmc his lifehalfea 
veere, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then , or els fhall a fuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfc, whofe Epitaph is, for 6, for 
me hobby-horfe is forgot, 

H. & iter 
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The Trumpets founds. Dumbe fbowfiollowes. 

Snter a King emda Queene, the filgeene embracing him , and he her, l, t 
takes her vp, and declines his headppon her tseckf, he lyes him downe 'vp. 
pen a bancke of flowers, Jhe feeing him afleepe, leaues him ; anon come in 
other man, takes off his crowne , kijfes it , pours poy/dn in thejleepersearei, 
and leaues him', the Queene returnes, finds the King dead, makes pajjiontte 
aflion, the poy finer with Jome three or foure come in againe * fieeme to can 
dole with her, the dead body is carried away, the poyfner wooes the 9uem 
with gifts, Jhee ficemes harfih awhile , but in the enf accepts loue. 



Oph. What mcancs this my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry this munching Mallico , it meanes mifchicfc 

Oph. Belike this fhow imports the argument of the play. 

Ham. W c fhall know by this fellow. Enter Prologue. 

The Players cannot keepc, they’le fell all. 

Oph. Will a tell vs what this fhow meant ? 

Ham. I, or any fhow that you will fhow him, be not you afham’d 
to fhow, heelc hot fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught,He mark the play, 

Prologue. For vs and for our T ragedic, 

Hcere (looping to your demcncie. 

We beggeyour hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 

Oph , Tisbrecfcmy Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter King and fifiueene. 

King. F ull thirtie times hath Thebus cart gone round 
life pt unes fait waft), and Tellus orb’d the ground, 

And thirtie dofen Moones with borrowed (heenc 
About the world hauc times twelue thirties beene 
Since loue our harts, and Hymen did our hands 
Voire comuruall in mofl (acred bands. 

Since. So many iourneyes may the Sunne and Moon* 

Make vs againe count ore ere loue be doonc. 

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from our former ftafe. 

That I diftruft you, yet though I diftruft, 

Pifeomfort you my Lord it nothing muff. 
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c or women feare too much, cuen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantitie, 

'Fvthcr none, in neither ought, or m extremitte. 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath roadeyouknow, 

And as my loue is ciz’d, my feare is fo. 

Where loue is great, the litleft doubtsarefeare, 

Where little feares grow great, great loue growes there. 

Km. Faith I muft leaue thee loue, and Ihortly to, 

My operant powers their funaions leaue to do. 

And thou (halt Hue in thisfaire world behind, 

Honord, belou’d, and haply one as kind, 

For husband (halt thou. 

§uee. O confound the reft, 

Soch loue muft ncedes be treafon in my breft, 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond, but who kild the nrft. Ham. That $ 

The inftances that fecond marriage moue wormwood 

Are bafe refpeas of thrift, but none of loue, 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead. 

When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. 1 doc belieue you thinkc what now youipeakc. 

But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flauc to memorie, 

Of violent birth, but poore validitie. 

Which now the fruite vnripe flickson the tree. 

But fall vnfhakcn when they mellow bee. 

Moll neceflary tis that we forget 

To pay our felues what to our felues is debt. 

What to our felues in pafsion we propofc, 

The pafsiotrepding, doth the purpofe loft. 

The violence of ey ther, griefe, or ioy, 

Their ownc ennaftures with themfelues deftroy, 

Where ioy mod reuels, griefe doth moft lament, 

Ireefe ioy, ioy griefes, on (lender acccdcnf, 
f his world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange, 

. Hat euen our Ioues fhould with our fortunes change t 
for tis a queflion left vs yet to proue, 

Whether loue lead fortune, or els fortune loue. 

The great man downe, you tnarkc his fauoutite flyes, 

H a The 
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The poore aduaunc’d, makes friends of enemies, 

And hetherto doth toue on fortune tend, 

For who not needes, fhall neuer lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

DircAly feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begunne, 

Our wills and fates doe fo contrary runne, 

That our dcuifes fill! are ouerthrowne. 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends noneofourowne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy fird Lord is dead. 

£Ktee. Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light. 

Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 

To defperation turnc my truft and hope. 

And Anchors chcerc in prifon be my fcope. 

Each oppofite that blancks the face of ioy, 

Meete what 1 would haue well, and it defiroy. 

Both heere and hence purfue me lading flrife. Ham. If die diould 

If once I be a widdow,euerlbea wife. breakeitnow. 

Kmg. Tis deeply fworne, fweet leaue me heere a while, 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleepc, 

£luee. Slecpc rock thy braine, 

And neuer come mifehancekstweene vs twaine. Exeunt. 
Ham. Madam, bow like you this play i 
£)uet. The Lady doth proted too much mcc thinks. 

Ham. O but diee’le keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’f? 
Ham. No, no, they do but icd,poyfon in ied,nooffence i’th world, 
King. What doe you call the play ? 

Ham. The Mcufetrap, maty how tropically, this play is thelmage 
of a murther doone in Vienna , Gonzago is the Dukes name , his wife. 
’Bapnfta, you fhall fee anon, tis a knauifh peece of wotke,but what of 
that ? your Maiedie, and wee that haue free foules, it touches vs not, 
let the gauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrong. This is one Lh- 
cianus , Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lncianus . 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret bctwccnc you and your low 
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ll would cod yon a groning to lake off mine edge, 
to ^So\^ou yonr husbands. Bcginne murtbere, ■.tew 

thy^atnnablcfacesand begin, come, the crokingRauen doth bellow 

^Thoughts black, band, apt, dragges fit, and ftmeagrecmg, 
rnnfiderat fcafon els no creature feeing* , 

Thou mixture ranck, of midnight weedes coUeAed, 

V Vith Hecats ban thrice bladed, thrice mucAcd, 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property, 

„Ttoy B extant, and written in very choice Italian, you (hall fee 
in’on how the mut there, gets the louc of Gmangees wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

<$ mc . How fares mv Lord? 

epol. Giue ore the play. 

*>••“»**»***' 
Barn. Why let the drooken Deere goc weepe, 

The Hart vngauled play, nfl 

For fome muO watch while fotne muu tleepc, n r r 

Thmmnnesthc wo, Id away. Would not thts fir & a for, efl of fra- 
£ if the reft of mv fortunes tome Turk with me. w.th proumc all 
Rofcon my raz'd Ihooes, get me afellowftup in act, of players > 
Bora. Halfe a fhare. 

Bam. A whole one I. 

For thou dood know oh Damon decrc 
This Realmc difmantled was 
Of Due himfelfe, and now raignes heere 
A very very paiock. _ 

r Ghofts word fora thoufen A : 

ipound, DicMt pcrceiuc? 

Bora. Vciy well my Lord. 

Bam. Vpon the talke ofthepoyfmng. 

Heir. T rJirl v*rv uufll nOtC hlflJ* 
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Ham. Ah ha, coroe fome mufique, come the Recorders, 

F or if the King like not the Comedie, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

Coroe, fome mufique, 

Enter Rofeneraus and Cjttjl&enflerne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord, voutfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir a whole hiOoric. 

guyl. The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement meruilous difiempred. 

Ham. With drinkc fir ? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choller. 

Ham. Your wifedome fhoold fiiewe it fclfe more richer to fignifie 
this to the Dottor, for, for mcc to put him to his purgation, would 
perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

guyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame, 

And flare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queencyour mother in moft great affliction of fpirit, 
hath lent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guyl. Nay good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breede, if 
it (hall pleafe you to make me a wholfomc aunfwcre , I will doe your 
mothers commaundcraent, if not, your pardon and my retutnc, Hull 
be the end of bufines. 

Ham. Sir 1 cannot. 

J \of. What my Lord, 

Ham. Makeyou a whoUome anfwer, my wits difeafd, but fir, filch 
anfwere as I can make, you (hall comroaund, or rather as you fay, my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay, 

r Rof, Then thus (he fayes,youtbehauiour hath ftrookeherintoa* 
tnazement andadmiration. 

Ham. O wonderful fonne that can fo flonifli a mother, but is mere 
no fequcll at the hecles of this mothers admiration, impart. 

Rof. She defircs to fpeak with you in her dofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We (hall obey, were (he ten tiroes our mother, hauc you any 
further trade with vs ? 

%of. My Lord, you once did louc me. 

Ham. And doc (till by thefc pickers and dealers. - 
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V r Good my Lord, what is your caufeofdifteroper, you do Cure- 
Jy bar’re the doorc vpon your ownc liberty if you deny your griefc* to 

Sir Ilacke aduauncement. 

Rof. How can that be, when you haue the voyce of the King 1 utr. - 
feifc for your fuccefsion in Denmark*. 

- Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham I fir, but while the graffe growes, the prouerbe is fomething 
tnurtv 6 the Recorders, let mcc fee one, to withdraw with you, why 
doe you goe about to rccoucr the wind of mce, as if yon would driue 

^Gul Omy lord, if my duty be too bold, my louc is too vnmanerly . 

Ham. I do not wcl vndcrftand that, wil you play vpon this pipe ? 

Guyl. My lord I cannot. 

Ram. I pray you. 

Guyl. Belceue me I cannot. 

Ram. I doc bclecch you. 

Guyl. I know no touch of it my Lord. 

Ham. Itisascafieaslying5gouerne theft ventages with your fin- 
gers, & the vmber, giuc it breath with your mouth, & it wil difeourft 
moll eloquent mufique, looke you, thefe are the flops. 

guil. But thefe cannot I comraaund to any vttrance of harmonie,I 
haue not the skill. 

Ham. Why looke you now how vnwoorthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon mee, you would feeme to know my flops* 
you would plucke out the hart of my miftery, you would found mcc 
from my lowed note to ray compa(Ic,and there is much mufique ex- 
cellent voyce in this little organ,yet cannot you make it fpeak, s bloud 
do you think I am eafier to be plaid on.then a pipe, call mcc what in- 
Hrumcnt you wil, thougbyou fret me not, you cannot play, vpon me. 
Godbleffcyoufir, 

* Enter Polomus. 

fol. My Lord, the Quccne would fpeake with you, &prefcntly; 

Ham. Do you fee yonder clowd that's almoft in Ihapc of a Camel ? 

fo/. By’th made and tis, like a Camell indeed, 

Pam. Mee thinks it is like a Wczcll. 

hi. It is backt like a Wczcll. 

Pam, Or like a Whale. 

2V. V ery like a Whale. „ 

He* The* 
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Then I will come to my mother by and by. 

They foolc me to the top of my bent, I will come by & by, 
Leaue me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyards yawne, and hell it felfe breakes out 
Contagion to this world : now could 1 drinke hotc blood, 
And doc fuch bufincs as the bitter day 
Would qaake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 hart loofc not thy nature, let not eucr 
The foule of Nero enter this firmc bofomc, 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeake dagger to her, but vie none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeucr (he be fhent. 

To giue themfeales neuer my foule confcnt. Exit. 

Enter King, r Rofencraus l and guyldenttcrne. 
King. I like him not, nor (lands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnes range, therefore prepare you, 

1 your commiflion will forth-with difpatch, 

And he to England fhall along with you, 

The termes of our eflate may not endure 
Hazcrd fencer’s as doth hourcly grow 
Out of his browes. 

CjHyl. We will our felues prouide. 

Mod holy and religious fcarc it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feede vpon your Maicftie, 

Ref. The fingle and peculier life is bound 
With all the flrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
Thatfpirit, vpon whofe weale depends and refls 
The liues of many, the cede of Maieftie 
Dies not alone $ but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neere if, with it, or it is a mafsie wheelc 
Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount, 

To whole hough ipokes, tenne thoufand lefler things 
Ate mortcifl andadioynd, which when it falls, 



Prince of Denmark 

Fach fmall annexment petty confcquence 
Attends theboyftrous raine, neuer alone 
T)id the King figh, but a general! grone. 

V King- Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy viage. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Rof. We will haft vs. Exeunt Gtnt. 

Enter Volomus. 

•Pel. My Lord * bee’s going to his mothers clofet, 

Behind the Arras l’leconuay my felfe 

To heare the procefle,rie warrant fhee letaxliim home, 

And as you fayd , and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis mecte that feme more audience then a mother, 

Since nature makes them parciall, ftiould ore-heare 
The fpeech of va ntage •, farre you well my Lcigc, v. . 

1’le call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what 1 knowe. Exit. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord. 

Omy offence is ranck, it fmels to heauen. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe vppont, 

A brothers murther , pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fharp as will, 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong entent. 

And like a man to double bufsines bound, 

I (land in paufe where I fhall firft beginne. 

And both neglefl, what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enough in the fwcete Heauens 
To walh it white as fnowe, whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offence ? 

And what’s in prayer but this twofold force, 

• Tobeforeftallederewecometofall, 

*, Orpardon being downe,then l’le looke vp. 

My fault is pad, but oh what forme of prayer 
Can feme my turne, forgiue me my foule murther. 

That cannot be fince I am ftill poffeft 

Of thofe effefts for which I did the murther s 

My Crownc, mineowne ambition, and my Queenej 
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Mayone bepardond and retaineth’offence:’ 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences guilded hand may fhowe by iuflice. 

And oft tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyesout thelawe.buttis not foaboue, 

There is no ftiuflmg, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature, and we our felues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forhead of ou r faults 
To giue in euidence, what then, whatrefts, 

Try what repentance can, what can it nor. 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched'ftate, 6 bofome blacke as death, 

0 limed foule, that (haggling to be free, 

Art more ingaged 5 helpe Angels make allay, 

Bowe ftubborne knees, and hart with firings of fteale. 

Be foftas finnewes of the new borne babe. 

Ail may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Han. Now might I doe it, but no w a is a praying, 

And nowI!edoo’t,and fo a goes to heauen, 

And fo am I reuendge, that would befcaud 
A villaine kills my father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne, doe this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly, not reuendge, 

A tooke my father grot!) full of bread, 

Withall his crimes braod blowne, as flufla as May, 

And how his audit Hands who knowes faue heauen. 

But in our circumftance and courle of thought, 

Tis heauy with him : and am I then r euendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

Wheu he is fit and ieafonct for his pailage i ’ 

No. 

Vp fword, and knowe thou a more-horrid hent,. 

When he is drunke, a fleepe, or in his rage, , 

Qr in th’inceftious pleafure of his bed, 

At game a fwcaring, or about fome a£l 
That has no reli fh of faluation in t*. 

Then 
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Tl ie n trip him that his heels may kick at heauen,' 

And that his foule may be as damnd and black 
As hell whereto it goes 5 my mother Itaies, 

This phifick but prolongs thy fickly daies. Arrf. 

T S My words fly v P , my thoughts remame belowe 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen goe. 

Enter Gertrard and Polonius. 

Tol. A will come ftrait, look e you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prancks haue beene too braod to beare with, 

And thatyour grace hath fereend and flood betweene 

Much heate and him, He filence me euen lieere, 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Get. Ilewaityou.fearemenot, 

With-drawe,Iheare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother, what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwere with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goe, goe, you queflion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Wiry bow now Hamlet ? 

Ham . What’s the matter now? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay,thenIlefetthofctoyouthatcanfpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fityoudowne,youfliallnotboudge, 
You goe not till I fet you vp a glafle 
Where you may fee the mod part of you. 

« Ger. What wilt thou doe, thou wilt not murther me, 

Helpe how. 

Pol. What how helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat, dead. 

Tol. Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Nay I knowe not, is it the King? 

1 2 Get* 
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Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deede is this. 

Ham. A bloody deede, almoft as bad, good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Get. As kill a King. 

Ham. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intrudingfoolefarwell, 

3 tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou find’ll to be too bufie is fome danger, 

Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hart, for fo I lhall 
If it be made of penitrable ftuffe, 

3 f damned cuflome haue notbrafditlo, 

That it be proofe and bulwark againft fence. 

Cer. Wharhaue I done, that thou dar’ft waggethy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modefty. 

Cals vertue hippocrit.rakes oftheRofe 
From the faireforhead of an innocent loue, 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
Asfalfe as dicers oathes,6 fuch a deede, 

As from the body of contraftion plucks 
The very foule, and fweet religion makes 
A rapfedy of words *, heauens facedooes glowe 
Ore this folidity and compouod mafle 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 

Is thought fick at the aft 
Quee. Ay me, what aft? 

Ham. That roares fo low’d , and thunders in the Index, 
Looke heere vpon this Pifture, and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on this bro we, 

Ifipcrms curies, the front of /wr himfelfe, 

An eye like Mars , to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the herald Mercury , 

New lighted on a heaue, a kifsinghill, 

A combination, and a forme indeede, 

Where euery God did feeme to fet his feale 
To giue the yvQtld aflurancc of a man, 





Prince ofDcnmar^e, 

This was your husband, looke you now what follower, 
Heere is Y™ r husband like a mildewed eare, 

Safting his whollome brother, haue you eye*. 

Could you on this faire mountaine leaue to feede, 
Andbattenon this Moore -,ha, haue you cy«? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The hevday in the blood is tame, it s humble. 

And waits vppon the iudgement, and what lodgement 
Would flep from this to thts.fence fure youe liaue 
Els could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, for madnefl'e would not erre 
Nor fence to extacie was nere fo thral d 

Butitreferu’d fome quantity of choire 

To ferue in fuch a difference, what deuiU waft 
That thus hath cofund you at hodman blind \ 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fancc all. 

Or but a fick ly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope ! o Ihame where is thy 
Rebellious hell, 

If thou canft mutine in a 
To flaming youth let vertue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire, proclainie no ihame 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge. 

Since froft it felfe as aftiuely dothburne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

Ger. O Hamlet fpeake no more. 

Thou turnft my very eyes into my 
And there I fee fuch blacke and greeued 
As will leaue there their tin’ft. 

Ham. Nay but to Hue 
In the ranck fweat of an infeemed bed 
ti Stewed in corruption, hony ing, and making loue 
Ouerthe naftyftie. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in my cares, 

N o more fweete Hamlet. 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flauc that is not twentith part thekyth 

I.l: 
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Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule, 

That from a fhelfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And put it in his pocket. 

Ger. No more. 

Enter Ghost. < 

Ham. A King of Hired s and patches, 

Saue me and houer oremc with your wings 
You heauenly gards : what would your gracious figured 
Ger. Alas hee ? s mad. 

Ham. Doeyou not come your tardy fonne to chide. 
That lap’ftin time and^pafsion lets goe by 
Th’nnportant ading of your dread command , 6 fay. 

GkoB. Doe not forget, this vifitarion 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her fighting- foule. 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft workes. 

Speak e to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady i 
Gcr. Alashowi'ft withyou? 

That you doe bend your ej e on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall ayre doe hold difeourfe, 
Foorth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep. 

And asthefleepingfouldiers in -thalarme, 

Your bedded haire like life in excrements 
Start vp and ftand an end, 6 gentlefonne 
Vpon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinck’e coole patience, whereon doeyou looke. ? 

Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he glares. 
His forme and caufe conioynd, preaching to ftones 
Would make them capable, doe not looke vpon me, 
Leaft with this pittious aftion you conuert 
My flearne effects, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true cullour, teares perchancefor blood. 

Gcr. To whom doe you fpeake this 
Ham . Doeyou fee nothing there i 

Ger. Nothingatall,yetallthatisIfee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare t 
Gcr. No nothing but our fellies. 
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Ham- Why looke you there, looke bow it fteales away, 

Looke where he goes^eu^n^now out at thepomll. Exit Ghost. 

Ger This is the very covnage of your braine, 

Thisbodilefle creation exracie is very’ cunning in. _ 
ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperatly keepe time, 

And makes as healthful! muficke, it is notmadnefle 
That 1 haue vttred, bring me to the teft , 

And the matter will reword, which madnelle 
Would oambolefrom, morher for loue of grace, 

Lay not that flattering vn&ion to your foule 
That not your trefpafle but my mad n eu e lp eakes. 

It will but skin and filme the vlcerous place 
Whiles ranck corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeene, confefle your felfe to heauen. 

Repent what’s pad, auoyd what is to come, 

And doe not fpread the compofi on the weedes 
To make them rancker, forgiue me this my vertue. 

For in thefatneffe of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice mud pardon beg, 

Yeacurbe and wooeforleauetodoehimgood. 

Gcr. O Hamlet thou haft cleft my hart in twaine. 

Ham. O thro we away the worfer part of it, 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe, 

Good night,but goe not to my V ndes bed, 

Afiune a vertue it you haue it not, ^ 

That monfter cuflome, who all fence doth eate 
Of habits deuill, is angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of aflions faire and good, 

Helikewife giues a frock or Liuery 
That aptly is put on to refraine nighty 
And thatfliall lend a kind of eafines 
«, To the next abftinence, the next more eafie: 

For vfe almoft can change the ftiimp of nature. 

And either the deuill, or throwe him out 

With vvonderous potency : once more good night* 

And when you are defirous to be b left. 

He blefsing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
"I doe repent j but heauen hath pleafd it fo 
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To puniflimewith this, and this with me. 

That I muftbe theirfcourge and minifter, 

I will beftowc him and will anfwere well 
The death I gaue him } Co againe good night 
I mud be cruell only to be kinde. 

This bad beginncs, and worfe remaines behind. 

One word more good Lady. 

Ger. What fhallldoec' 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe. 

Let the blowt King remp’t you againe to bed, 

Pinch wanton on your cbeeke, call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paireof reethic kifles, 

Or padling in your necke with his damn'd fingers. 

Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That 1 eflentially am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft, t'were good you let him knoive, 

Tor who that's but a Queene, faire, fober, wife. 

Would from a paddack, from a bat, a gib, 

Such deare concerning-s hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in difpightof fence and fecrecy, 

Vnpeg the basket on thehoufes top. 

Let the bird s'fly , and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe, 

And breake your owne necke downc. 

Ger. Be thou afTiir’d, if words be made of breath 
And breath of life, I hauc no life to breath 
What thou haft fayd to me. 

Htm. I muft to England, you knowe that. 

Ger. Alack 1 had forgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. Ther’s letters feald, and my two Schoolefcllowcs, 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d, 

They beare the mandat, they muft fweep my way 
And marfhall me to knauery : let it work c, 

For tis the fport to haue the enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar, an’t fliall goe hard 
Bur I will delue one yard belowe their mines. 

And blovve them at the Moonc : 6 tis moft fweete 
When in one line two crafts dirctfly mecte. 
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This roan lhall fee me packing, 

ii e lu<T<re thegutsinto the neighbour roomey 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
1$ now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft graue, 

Who was in life a moft foolifh prating knauc. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit. 

Senter King, and Queene, with %ofencr*HS 
andCjttj/ldenSlerne. 

King. There’s matter in thefc fighes, thefc profound heaucs, 
You muft tranflace, tis fit we vndcrftand them, 

Where is your fonne? 

ger. Beftow this place on vs a little while. . 

Ah mine owne Lord, what liaue I fecne to night ? 

King. What Gertrard, how dooes Hamlet!,, 

Ger. Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier, in his lawleflc fit. 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftirre, 

Whyps out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in thisbrainifti apprehenfion kills 
The vnfeene goo d ol d man. 

King. O hcauy deede ! 

It had beene fo with vs had wee been there, 

His libertic is full of threates to all. 

To you your felfe, to vs„to euery one, 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deede be anfwer’d ? 

It will be layd to vs, whofe prouidence 

Should haue kept fhort, reftraind , and out of haunt 

This mad young man *, but fo much was our loue, 

Wc would notvnderftand what was moft fit, 

But like the owner of a foule difcafc 
To keepe it from divulging, let it feede 
Huen on the pith of life : whereis he gone? 

Ger. To draw apart the body lie hath kild, 

, Ore whom, his very rnadnes like fomc ore 
Amonga minetall of mettalsbafe, i's.li '“'1 

Showcs it felfe pure, a weepes for wbat is done. 

King. Q Gertrard, come away, 

K. 



The Tr age die of Hamlet 

The funne nofooner fhall the mountaines touch, 

But we will fliip him hence, and this vile dcedc 

We muft with all our Maieftie and skill Enter Hof & Cjn\$ 

Both countcnauncc and excufe. Ho gujldenFleme , 

Friends both, goe ioyneyou with feme further ayde, 

Hamlet in madnes hath Holonms flaine. 

And from his mothers clofet hath he dreg’d him,. 

Goe feeke him out, fpeake fay re, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell *, I pray you haft in this, 

Come GertrarcL, wee’le call vp our wifeft friends, 

And lctthemlcDow both what we meane to doe 

And whats vntimely doone, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds dyameter, 

As leuell as the Cannon to his blanck, 

Tranfports his poyfned fhot, may mifle our Name, 

And hit the woundlefteayre, 6 come away. 

My foule is full of difeord and difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet , Rofencraus , and others'. 

Ham. Safely ftowd,butfoft,whatnoyfc, who calls on Hamlet? 

O heere they come. ... ,, , , 

l\of. What ivaue you doone my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compound it with duft whereto » is kin. 

RpC. Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence, 

'And bearc it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Doe not btleeue if, 

'Hof. Beleeuewhqf. , ' ' r . 

Ham, Thatl can kefcpe yfbur counfatle & not mine owne.behdei 
to be detnaunded ofa fpunge, what reply cation ihould be inade by 
thefonne of a King. 

Rof Take you me for a fpunge my Lord? , 

Ham. I Hr, that fokes vp the Kings coumenauncc,his rewards, hi! 
authorities, but fuch Officers doe the Kingbell feruice in the rnd, he 
keepesthem like an apple in the corner of his iaw,firft mouth d'obe 
laft fwallowcd, when hee needs what you haueglcand/it isbuuquce* 
fingyou, and fpunge you fhall bedry againe. 

Rof ! vnderftand you not my Lordi 

llam. I am glad of it, a knauifh fpeech flrepesina foolim care. 
Rof My Lord, you mull tell vs where the body isy and goe 
to the King. . ' - ' 'rntkt 






. Prince of Denmark. 

, . Thebodyiswith the King, but thcKingi* not with the 

bodrThcKiogisathing. 

< H 0 i. ^fnothmg, bring me tohim.’ Sxeunt. 

Enter King, and two or three, 
vkf 1 haue Cent to feeke him, and to find chebody, 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe, 

Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hce’s lou’d of the diftrafled multitude, 

V Vho like not in their lodgement, but theyr eyes, 

And where tisfo, th’offcnders feourge is wayed 
But neucr the offence : to beare all fmooth and cucn„ 

Thisfuddaine fending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperat growne. 

By defperat applyance arc rehcu d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencraus and all the relt. 

Kino. How now, what hath befalnc ? 

%of Where the dead body is beftowd my Lota 

VVe cannot get from him. 

KM- But where is hec? _ , 

Rof. Without my lord, guarded to knowyour plcafurc. 

Kino. Bring him before vs. 

Rof How^bring in the Lord. Thej enter. 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s Polontm / 

Ham. Arfupper. 

Hat Nonwhere he cates , but where ais eaten, a certaine copua* 
cation ofpolitique wormes ate eenat him : yourworme is your oneiy 
Emperourfcrdyet,w«;fat all creatures els to fat vs , and wee fat out 
* felues for maggots, your fa? King and your leane begger is, but varia. 
ble feruice, two difhcsbut to ope table, that s the end. 

Hat \ man mayfifh with the worme that hath catcofaKmg, & 

cate of the fifh that hath fedde of that worroc. 

Kin?. King. VVhatdooftthou ; meanebythis? v 

Ham . Nothin^ but to flaew vow how a King may goqaprogreiie 
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through the guts of a beggcr. 1 

King. Where is Polomus ? 

Ham. In heauen, fend thether to fee, ifyour roefTcnger findehim 
not thrre, fcekc him i’th other place your felfe, but if indeed you find 
him not within this month, you fliall nofc him asyougoe vp th« 
ftayres info the Lobby. 

King. Goefeekchimthere(, 

Ham. A will (lay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deede for thine efpeciall (afirfy 
Which we do tender, as we deerely grieue 
For that which thou haft done, mud fend thee hence. 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, ! 'a! 

The Barck is ready, and the windathelpe, . 

Th’aftbciafs tend, and cucry thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England. 

Ktng. I Hamlet. • 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofcs. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees the,but come for S ngland, 
Farewell dccre Mother, 

King. Thy louing Father Hamlefc '■ 

Ham. My mother. Father and Mother is man and wife., 

Man and wife is one flefti, fo roy mother : 

Come for England. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foote. 

Tempt him with fpeede abord, 

Delay it not, lie haue him hence to night. * . 

Away, for cuery thing is feald and done 
That els leanes on th’affayre, pray you make haft, 

And England, if my loue thou hold’ll at ought,. 

‘As my great powertbercof may giue thee fence,! > 

SilKfe yet thy Cicatrice lookesiraw and red; 1 ; * \ 

After the Danifti (Word; and thy free av^O * - v < 1 

Paves homage to vs, thou may ft not coldly (et 
Our foueraigneproccfTe, which imports at full 
By Letters congruing to that efttft 
.The prefent death of Hamlet, doc it Eriglkndl^'- '{ 7 , ; , 

For like the in n^ blood he rages j 
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Prince of Dcnmarke. 

H ital his Maiefti. would ought with vs. 

We (hall expreffc our dune in his eye, 

And let him know fo. 

Cm* i will doo’t my Lora* 

For. Goe foftly on. .- 

Enter Hamlet, 'Rofencraus.&c. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers arc theie? 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How purpofd fir I pray y °> u - 
Cap. Againll fome part ot Poland. 

Earn. Who commaunds them hr . _ 

rap The Nephew to old Norway, Fortenbrajje. 

Earn. Goes it againft the mainc oi Poland fit. 

Or for fome frontirc i 

Cap. Truly to fpcake, and with no addition, 

We goe to gaine alittle patch of ground 

That hath in it no profit but the name 

To payfiue duckets, fiue I would not fatmc it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A rancker rate, fhould it be fold in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Pollacks neuer will defend . 

Cap. Yes, it is already garifond. r 

Ham. Two thoufand foules, & twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftion of this thaw, 

*This is th’Impoftumc of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes, and fhowesno caufc without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. 

Bpf. Wil’tpleafcyougoemyLord? ' 

Ham. lie be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 

Hoj/y all occafions doe inf or me againfl^me, 
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And fpur toy dull reuenge. What it a man 
If his chicfe good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepe and fecde, a bead, no more s 
Sure he that made vs with fuch large difeourfe 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capabilitie and god-hke rtafon 
To fuft in vs vnvfd, now whether it be 
Befliall obhuion, or fome crauen fcruplc 
Of thinking too prccifcly on th’eucnt, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifedom. 
And euer three parts coward, I doe not know 
Why yet I Hue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will, and ftrength, and mcanes 
To doo’t $ examples grofle as earth exhort me, 

Witncs this Army of fuch made and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition puft. 

Makes mouthes at the invifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortall, and vnfure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Eucn for an Egge-fhcll. Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ftirre without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrel! in-a flraw 
When honour’s at the flake, how (land I then 
That haue a father kild, a mother ffaind, 

Extytements of my reafon, and my blood. 

And let all fleepe, while to my fhamc I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men, . 

That for a fantafic and trirke offame 
Goc to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot tty the caufe. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To hide rite flame, 6 from this time forth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth, 1 

Sitter Horatio, Gert rat'd, and a (jcntUtnan. 

J2*ee. 1 will not fpeakc with her, 

Gent. Sheeisiijjportunat, 
lad cede dtftraft, her moods will needcs be pittied. 

.’am ? y. 



Prince of Denmar^eS' 

Sta father, fay« fl>« IkM 
Gent ' i ks P ,’ t h world, and hems, and beates her hart, 
at flrawes, fp.ate.hing, tn 

IC“-ytehalfer.n«.terp.<.hi,no.hm E , 

Dangerous conicaures in ill breeding mindes. 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Oner * To mv fieke foule, as fmnes true nature is* 

«EaTh toyfeemes prologue to fome great am.Uc, 

* So full of artlcffe iealoufie is guilt, 

* It (pills it felfe, in fearing to be fpv^ nfn i nmar l (e ? 

■ e,h. Wh m i,.h.b.aa.,omMa 1 .n 1 eofD*n>a.te 

ty^H^wTho^d^Iyo^uhrueloue know from another one, 

By his cockle hat and flaffc, and his Sendall fhoone. 

£hee* Alas fweet Lady, whaf imports this ong . 

<m. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He is dead & gone Lady, he is dead and gone, S«*g- 

At his head a grafgreenc turph, at hishcelcs a itonc. 

Oho. 

§Tpray you'marke. White his ftrowd as the roountaine fnow. 

Enter King* 
guce. Alas looke lieere my Lord; 

Oph. Larded all with fweet flowers, 

Which beweept to thegrounddid not go Seng. 

With true louc fhowers, 

Sw 

ter, Lord we know what wc are, but know not what wc may e. 
God be at your table. 
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King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Oph. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they asfce you 
what it rneanes, fay you this.' 

T o morrow is S. V alentines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime, 

And 1 a mayde at your window 
Tobeyour Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore, 
Let in the maide.that out a maidc,ueuer departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelui. 

Oph. I ndeede without an oath lie make an end on’f. 

By gisand by Saint Charitie, 
alack and He for (hame, 

Young men will doo’t if they come too’r, 
by Cock they arc too blame. * 

Quoth (he, Before you tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, a 
(He anfwers.) So would I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath (he beene thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muff be patient, but I cannot chufe 
but weepe to tfiinke they would lay him i'th cold ground.my brpthet 
fliall know ofit, and fo 1 thankeyou for your good counfaile. Come 
my Coach, God night Ladies, god night. 

Sweet Ladycs god night, god night. 

Ktng. Follow her dofe, giuc her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepc griefe, it fprings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, 6 Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not (ingle fpyes. 

But in batfalians : firft her Father flame, • 

Next, your fonne gone, and hemofl violent Author 

Of his owne iuft rcmouc, the pepple muddied 

Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whifpers ,v \ 

For good Eolonius death : and we haue done but greenly 

In hugger mugger to inter him : poorc Ophelia 

Deutded from berfelfe, and her faire iudgement, it- . ■ ,! f >'/ 

V Vithout the which wc are piffpres, or mcerc beads, : ■ *.*: K 

Lafl.andas much contayning as all thefe, , ii ' ' A.' 

Her brother is in fccret come from Fraunce* 

Feeds on this wonder, keepes himfclfe in clowdes, ^ 




Prince of Denmark 

not,, ‘ n ° . \ my Searc Gertrard, this 

&&^«*** 

Enter a Merger. 

m Attend, where it nty Swtlletr, Uttltem pur* the door., 

^:‘str;cutfe 1 fe 7 ,Lotd. 

W^S“b£c,H«»tord, 

And as the world were now but to beginne, 

Antiquity forgot, cuflome not known* 

The ratifiers and props of rueryword. 

Theory choofe we, Laertes fhall belvtng, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applau d it to the clouds, 

Chius is counter you falfcDanifh dodges* 

Enter Laertes with others. 

^ill. No lets come. in. 

Laer. I pray you giuc me leaue. 

JLll. Wc will, we will. A 

Laer. Iihanke you, kcepc the doore, o thou vile Kin a , 

Giue me my father. 

'• & ^^rop°ofb^^i dre-r caltaeproclallK*tne Baftatd, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heere betweene the chad vnfmirchcd brovve 
Qf my true mother. 

Kino. What is the caufc Laertes 
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Let him goe Gertrard, doe not feare our perfon. 

There’s luch diuinit e doth hedge a King, 

That treafon can but pejepe to what it would. 

Aft’s little of his will, tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus inccnfl, let him goc gertrard. 

Spcake man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

King. Let him detnaund his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead, lie not be iugled with, 

To hell allegiance, vowes to the blackell deutll, 
Confcience and grace, to the profeundcfl pit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I Hand, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

Let come what comes, oncly He be reueng’d 
Moll throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall flay you ? 

Laer. My will, nor all the worlds s 
And for iny meanes l ie husband them fo well, 

They fhall goefarre with little. 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deere Father, i’ll writin vour leuengc, 

That foopfiake, you will draw bothfriend and foe 
Winner and loolcr. 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Willyouknow them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide 1’le opc my armes, 
And like the kind life- rendring Pelican, 

Repafl them with ray blood. 

King. Whynowyoufpcake 
Like a good child, and a true Gentleman, 

That I am guiltlefle of your fathers death. 

And am mofl fencibly in griefe for if. 

It fliall as leuell to your iudgeraenr peare 
As day dooes to your eye. noyfe within'. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now, what noyfc is thaeL 




Prince of Denmark. 

n heatc, dry vp my braincs, te ares feauen times fait 
0 ... /he fence and vertue of mine eye, 

5 ur . n< '® n t hy madnes fhall be payd with weight 
' Til'ourfcalemrne the beame.O Rote of May, 

Deere mayd, k“» d ( > (ler - fwcct . 

0 heauens, ifi poflible a young maids vv«s 
c . i j u; as mortall as a poorc mans life. 

^ Oph. They bore him bare-fallc on the Bccrc, Song* 

And in his graue rain’d many a tcarc, 

F !SrHadlh^^yw‘‘ttb and did ’ ft pervade reuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ooh. Youmudfingadowncadowne, 

A Xou cell him a down, ai O how ,he wheele become, 
hi, ill falfc Sieward ihai Hole hi, Maine dao jhler. 

Tatr. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Oph. There’s Rofemary, thats for remembrance, pray you loue re- 
member and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madnes, thoughtsand remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill for you, and Colembmes, there s kewe for 
yo/ & hecrc’s fome for me, we may call it herbe ofGracea Sondates, 
youtnay weave vour Rewe with a difference, there s a Dafie. I would 
giue you feme Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dye > 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny Tweet Robin is all my ioy. r 

Laer, Thought and affii&ions, paflion, hell it Iclrc 
She turnes to fauour and to prettines. 

Oph, And wilanotcomcagainc, 



.L. <" 



Song* 



v/pi J. 

And wil a not come againc, 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed. 

He neuer will come againe* 

•' His beard was as white as (now, 

''Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we call away tnone, 

God a mercy on his foule, and of all Chriflians fouler 
God buy you. 

Laer, Doc you this 6 God. 

. King. Laertes, I mud commune with your griefe, 
Or you deny me right, goc but apart, 

L* 
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Make choice of whom your wifcfl friends you will. 
And they fhall heareand nidge fwixt you and me, 
If by dire£>, or by colaturall hand 
They find vs toucht, we will our kingdome giue, 
Our crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfaftion •, bur if not, 

Be you content fo lend your patience to vs, 

And we fhall ioyntly labour with your foule 
To giue it due content. 

Laer 4 Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funeral!. 

No trophe fword, nor hatchment ore his bones* 
No noble right, nor forroall ofientation, 

Cry to be heard as twcrc from heauen to earth. 
That I mud calft in queftion. 

King. So you fhall, 

And where ih’offence is, let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others . 



Hora. VVhat are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Gent . Sea-faring men fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 

Hor . Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part of the world 
I fiiould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Saylers . 

Say . God blefle you fir. 

Kora . Let him blefle thee to. 

Say. A fhall fir and pleafe him, there's a Letter for you fir, it came 
fro th’Embaflador that was bound fox England, if your name be Ho* 
ratio, as 1 am let to know if is, 

Hor. Horatio, when thou (halt haue ouer-lookt this, giue thefe fel- 
lowesfome meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ercwcc 
were two daies old at Sea, a Pyrac of very warlike appointment gauc 
vs chafe, finding our felues too flow of fade , wee put on a compelled 
valour, and in the grapple I boorded them , on the inflant they got 
cleere of our fhyp, fo I alone became thevr prifoner , they haue dealt 
with me like t hieucs of mercie, but they knew what they did, I am to # 
doc a turnc for them, let the King haue the Letters I haue fent , and 
repayrethoutome with as much fpcede as thou wouldefl flic deat , 

1 haue wordes to fpcake in thine care will make thee dumbe, yet are 



Prince of Denmark^ 
loht fot the bord of the matter , thefe good fellowes 
.htymurhtoo^ [ fencyauswA tiMMbw hold theyr 

will bring ^ much fQ ^ t hee,farewcU. 

tourfe for Engird, o. thm ty orpe X thine Hamlet. 

t, r 0 me I will you wny for there’yoor letters, 

A ^ j n’t the fpeedier that you may dtreft me 

Enter King and LaerteJ . 

Km Now mud your confcience ^ acquittance 
And vou mud put me in your hart for friend, 

? K y ,?luue heard and with a knowing care, 

That he which hath your noblefather flame 

Purfued mv life* . .« 

Laer. It well appeares r bu 1 “ s 

Whv you proceede not againfl thcle feates 
So criminal! andfo capiull in nature 
As by your fafetie, greatnes, wifdome, all thin a s 

You mainely were flirr d vp. 

\vS mayto wo perhaps' feeme much vnfinnow’d, 

But ;t^ee 3 tha’r P dron P g) the Queen. .mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes, and for my felfe, . 

My venue or my plague, be it ey ther which, 

Sheisfocondiue to my life and (ouk, 

That as the darre mooues not but in his Iphere 
1 could not but by her, the other motiue, 

Why to a publique count I might not goe. 

Is the great loue the generall gender beare him. 

Who dipping all his faults in theyr afteition, 

Worke like the fpring that turneth wood to done,. 

Conuert his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too (lightly tymberd for fo loued Arm d. 

Would haue reuerted to thy bowc againe. 

But not where 1 haue ay m’d them. 

L*er. And fo haue I a noble father lofl, 

A fider driuen into defprat termes, 

Whofe worth, if prayfes may goe backe againe g(00( j 
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Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections, but my rcuenge will come. 

King , Breake not your llecpcs for that, you muft not thinke 
That we are made of ttufFe fo flat and dull, 

That we can let our beard be fliookc with danger. 

And thinke it pattime, you fhortjy fhall hcare more, 

I loued your father, and we louc our felfc, 

And that 1 hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Mcfiengerwitb Letters. 

Merest. Thtfe to your Maicttic, this to the Quecne.' 

Ktrnr. From Hamlet, who brought them ? 

CWejf, Saylers my Lord they fay, 1 faw them not. 

They were giuen me by' C(dhdio t he rccciucd them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you (hall heare them : Icaue vs. 

Highland mighty, you fl>,all know I am fet naked on your kingdom, 
to morrow fhall I begge leaue to fee your kingly cyes,whcn 1 fhal fifll 
asking you pardon, therc-vnto recount theoccafion of my fuddaine 

rcturnc. ■ , ' _ . , . . f ■ 

Kin<t. What fhould this meane, are all the relUomc oacke, 

Or is ft fomc abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand i 
King. Tis Hamlets carafier. Naked, 

And in a pottfeript heere'he fayes alone, 

On you deuife me ? 

Laer. I am lott in it my Lord.but let him come, 

It warmes the very fleknes in my hart 
That I liueand tell him to his teeth 
Thus didft thou. 

Ktng. If it he fo Laertes, 

As how fhouldit licfo, how otherwife, ^ 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. IinvLord, fo you will not ore rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine owne peace, if he be now returned 
As the King at his voyage, and that he mcar.es , 

No more to vndertakc it, I will workc him 
To an exployt.now ripe in my deuife, 

Voder the which he Gusli not choofehut fall : 



. Pymcc of DiffMjMYkf* 

1 c Me death no wind of blame (hall breathe, 
But wen his Mother fhall vneharge the prafttfc, 

A J^ a My Lwd I will be rul’d, 

The rather if you could deutfe it fo 
That 1 might be the organ. 

Youhaue been" tolkt of fince your trauaile much, 
And that in Hamlets hearing, for a qualme 
Wherein they fay you (Line, your fumme of parts 
S?»«"ogcWr ^I«cUc rach <nui< ftom lum 
As did that one, and that in my regard 

Of the vnworthiett fledge. 

Laer . What part is that my Lord ? 

Kino. A very ribaud in the cap of youth. 

Yet necdfull to, for youth no lefle becomes 
The li«>ht and carelefleliiiery that it weares 
Then felled age, his fables, and his w«des 
Importing health and grauenes 5 two months hnee 
Hcere was a gentleman of Normandy > 

And they can well on horfcbacke, but this gallant 
Had witch-craft in’r, he grew vnto *»* *««» 

And to fuch wondrous dooin* brought his horitf. 
As had he beene incorp’ft, and dertiy natur d 
Wiih the braue beaft , lb farre he topt me thought 
That I in forgerie of fhapes and tricks 
Come fhort ofwhat he did. 

Laer. A Norman waft ? 

King . A Norman. 

Laer. Vpponmylifc lamord. 

King. The very fame. , , 

Laer. I know him well, he isthe brooch indeed 
And lem of all the Nation. 

King. He made confefsion ofyou, 
r And gaue you fuch a mafterly report 
For art and exercife in your defence, 

Andforyour Rapier mod efpcciall, 

That he aide out t’wouldbc a fight indeed 
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If one could match you •, the Scrimures of their nation 
He fworc had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

If youoppofd them*, fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy. 

That he could nothing doe but wifh and beg 
Your fodaine comm'mg ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes was your father dcare to you i 
Or are you like the painting of aforrowe, 

A face without a hart ? 

Laer, Why aske you this ? 

King , Not that 1 thinke you did not louc your father. 
But that I knowc, loue is begunne by time. 

And that I fee in paftages of proofe, 

Time qualifies the fparkc and fire ot it. 

There hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of wceke or fnufe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnesftilli 
For goodnes growing to a plurifie, 

Dics^in his ownc too much, that we would doe 
We (hould doe when we would : for this would changes 
And hath abatements and delayes as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, areaccedents. 

And then this fiiould is like a fpend thirfts figh, 

That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick of th’vlcer, 
Hamlet comes back, what would you vndertake 
To fliowe your felfe indeede your fathers fonne 
More t|jpn in words ? 

Laer. To cut his thraot i’th Church. 

King. No place indeede firould murther fanil uanfe, 
Rcuendge fiiould hauc no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doc this, keepe dofe within your chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, fhall knowe you are come home, 
Weele put on thofe ihall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 

Tlie french mangaueyou,biingyouin finctogethcr 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 

Mott "encrous, and free fro mall contriuing. 
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11 n t nerufe the foylcs, fo that with cafe, 
ofmth a P lktle fhufflmg, you tnaychoofe 
? fword vnbated, and in a pace of prafltfc 
Rcnmte him for your father. 

laer I will doo t, , 

h for purpofe, He annoynt my fword. 

fll'hun vnffK.n of a Mount to* 

fo r„«, 

ls;S 

If this did blaft in proofe 5 foft let me lee, 

Wee le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

1 hate, when in your motion you are hotc and dry, 
As make your bouts more violent to tha * e ” d > 

And that he calls for drinkc, He hauc prefard him 
A Challice for the nonce, whereon buthppmgv 
Ifheby chaunce efcape your venom d fluck 



iu*> m 



n work ' 

. 

. 






Enter ueene . 

One woe doth tread vpon anotheis iee e, 

Solaft they follow 5 your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown’d, 6 where 1 

* There is a Willow growes afeaunt the brooke, 

Thadhowes his horry lc 3 ucs in the glafly ftreamc, 

Therewith fantaftique garlands did the make 

Of Crowflowers, Nettles, Daifcs, and longPurpIes 
ThatliberallShcpheardsgiueagroftcrname, 

But our cull- cold maydes doc dead mens fingers call them. 

There on the pendant boughes her cronetweedcs Clambrin 

Mi 
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Clamoring to hang, an enuious fliucr broke, 

When downc her weedy trophies and her felfc 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpred wide* 

And Marmaide like awhile they bore her vp, 

Which time Ihc cliaunf cd (hatches of old laudes, 

As one incapable of her ovvne diflreffc. 

Or like a creature natiue and indewed 
Vnto that elamenr, hut long it could not be 
Till that her garments heauy wirh theyr drinke, 

Paid tlie poore wretch from her melodious by 
To muddy death. . 
lacr . Alas., then Hie is drownd. 

Quse. Drownd, drownd. 

Laer . T oo much of water haft thou poore Ophelia , 

And therefore I forbid my tcarcs*, but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let fhamc fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adicw my Lord, 

1 hauc a fpeech a fire that faine would blafe, 

But that this folly drowncs if, Exit* 

King. Let's follow Gertrard, 

How much I had ro doe to calme his rage. 

Mow fcare I this will giuc it flart againe, 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt* 

Enter iwo Clownes. 

Clowtte. Is fhee to be buried in Chriftian burial!, when flic wilfully 

feekes her ovvne faluation? 

Other. I tell thee flic is.thcrfore make her graue ftraight, the crow- 
ner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clovjne ■ How can that be, vnlefle flic drown d hcrfclfc i*j her owns 

defence. j 

Other. WliVtis found fo. 

Clowne. It tnufl be fo offended, it cannot be els , for heere 
poynt, if I drowne my felfc wittingly, it argues an aft , , 8c an aft hat 1 
three branches, it is to aft, to doc, KSpcrforme, or all ; flie drownd li« 
felfe wittingly. 

Other. Nay, but heareyou good man deluer. , 

CUivite. Giue mcc leaue,herc lyes the water, good , here Hands » 

man. 
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. , A his water & drowne himfelfe, « is will 

man, good, if ‘he roan £ oe but if the water come to him, & 

a'“* £ns ) n<> ' 0WDC lfe 

clowne. Why (here ‘ a ^, wo tld t0 drowne or hang rhefclues, 

Ihould hane countnannccrn mis « , .here „ no aonew 

a -"** 1 

VP Adams profefsion. 

Was he a gentleman ? 
pofe,confeffe thy felfc. 

at wShe.ha.bui 1 dsfln>ng« rhenq-.be, the Mafnn.rh. 

Shypwright.or the Carpenter. out -liues a thoufand tenants. 

Other. The gallowcs maker, Jr** <»« £ CTa i) ovvcS dooes well, 
Clowne. I .like thy wit well in good f S , h = do ,H , nowe thou 
but howe dooes it wcU ? It doo “ 'j vc ! tbcn t | ic Church, argali, 

dooft ill to fay the gallowcs is built CO01C . 

■^IrV V^MSSr rhen a Mafen, a Shrpwrighr, or a 

• C xr I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Other. Marry now I can tell. 

Clowne . T oo’C. 

Other. MaiTe I cannot tell. . . for v our dull affewil 

dm. CudgflU thy Wanes no mp*^#!** queftion 

not niend his pace with beating, an v\ ei ) Doomefday. 

nevt.fav a grauc-maker, the houfes hee makes ‘alts 
Goe get thee in, and fetch mec a foope ot liquc • 

In youth when I did loue did !-,. ■» * 

Me thought it was very fweet 

it* « a .1 * C,« tm/ nrhdUC. 
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Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellowc no feeling of his bufincs ? a fings in orauc- 
making. 

Bora. Cufiome hath made it in him apropertie ofeafines. 

Ham. Tis een fo.the hand of little imploiment hath the dintier fence 
Clow, But age with his Healing fleppes Song . 

hath clawed me in his clutch, 

And hath (Lipped me into the land, 
as if I had ncuer been fuch. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could fing otice , how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground, as if twere Caines iawbone, that did the 
firH murder, this might be the pate of a pollitician,which this afTc now 
ore-reaches ; one that would circumuent God, mightit not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow fweet lord, 
how dooH thou fweet lord ? This might be my Lord fuch a one, that 
praifed my lord fuch a ones horfc when a went to beg it, might it not 3 
Her, 1 my Lord. 

Ham. Why een Co, & now my Lady wormes Choples, & knockt 
about the maflene with a Sextens fpade; hcere’s fine reuolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones cofl no more the breeding, 
but to play at loggits with them : mine akc to thinke on’t. 

Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade. Song , 

for and a fhrowding Hteet, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a guefl is meet. 

Ham.- There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a Lawyer, 
where be his quiddities now, his quilhtcs, his cafes, his tenurs, and his 
tricks ? why dooes he fufFer this madde knaue now to knocke him a- 
bout the fconce with a durtie fhouell, and will not tell him of his afli- 
on of battery, hum, this fellowc might be in’s time a great buyer of 
Land, with his Statufs, his rccognifances, his fines , his double vou* f 
chers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine durt , will vou- 
chers vouch him no more ofhispurchafes & doubles then the length 
and breadth ofapayre of Indentures? The very conueyances of his 
Lands will fcarccly lye in this box, & rouft th’inheritor himfdfe hauc 
no morc,ha 4 

Hora, Not a iot more my Lord. 

Ham. Is not Parchment made of fheepe-skinnes? 

Hora 
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Ste« d p° and wte* feeke out affurante In 

A> " 01 T ion d'oo« sSo be In'. & fay il l* thine, tis for .h< d t .d, 

2T Whaunan dooll .hou U for t 
How. For no man fir. 

Ham. What won^n then? 

Ctow. For none hither. 

Ham. Who is turned foule foee* ^ 

Clow. One fpeakc by the card, or 

Ham. HoW t b °^Q t vs C By 3 t hc Lord Horatio , this three yceres I 
equiuocation will vndo • y picked , that the toe ofthe 

too’, that day that out lafl king 

Hamlet ouercame FcActenbrafe. 

Ham. Howtong^ that faKC^ £an tc n , hat, it was that 

Clow. Cannot yqa tell that ^ euery aod f ent into 

very day that young Hamlet was borne . hce tnac 

^inta^nt^nuathetointol*^ Kuv.tahert.wi6 
Clow. Why bccatffe a was mad . a lhall rccouc 

a doo not, tis no great matter there. 

, Twiifnot be feenetnhim thete, there the ntenatc^m.d 
Ham. How came he mad? 

Clow. Very ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. Howflrangely? 

Clow. Fayth eene with loofing.his wits. 

cZ: SSilet 1 bane been Scxten heeretnat, 

and boy thirty yeercs. ^ ^ 



Hm> 
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Haw. How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Fayth if - a be not rotten before a die, as we hauc many p oc . 
kic codes, that will fcarce hold the laying in, a will lad you tom eyght 
yeere, or nine ycerc. A Tanner will lad you nine y cere. 

Ham. Why he more then another; 

Clew, why fir, his hide is fo land with his trade , that a will keeps 
out water a great while ? & your water is a fore decay cr ofyour whor. 
fon dead body, hecr’s a fcull now hath lyen you i’th earth 23 . yeeres. 

Ham. Whofewasit? 

Clow. A whorfon mad fellowcs it was, whofe do you think it was? 

Ham. Nay I know not. 

Clow. A peftilence on him for a madde rogue, a pourd a flagon of 
R emfii on my head once 5 this fame skull fu, was fi tloricks skull, the 



Kings lefler. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Ecu that. , f „ ...... 

Ham Alas poorc Yoricke, I knew him Horatio , a rcilow 01 inhmtc 

ieft of moft excellent fancie, hee hath bore me onhisbackeathou. 

land times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 
fifes at it. Heere hung thofe lyppes that I haue kill I know not hovve 
oft where be your gibes now ? vour gambclcs, your fongs, your Ha- 
fl-,es of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roare, notonc 
now to mockc your owne grinning, quite chopfalne . Now get you 
to my Ladies table, & tell her, let her paint an inch thick? , to this fa- 
uourfhe mud come, make her laugh at that. 

Prcthee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Bora. What’s that my Lord? 1 .c n 

TJst T^nnfl rhnti thmkc locxkt s thii i i i csr 



Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham> And (melt (o pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. , w J lv mavnot 

Ham. To whatbafevfes wee may returne Horai. . > 1 . » 

imagination trace the noble dud of Alexander, till am i P a 

abun^hole? e r , r 

tlor. Fwcretoconfidcr toocurioufly to conn cr o. «n v 

* 1 . No m. no. . .o..bu..o Mow fc 

enough, and likely hood fo leade it ^arsaer dyed ^ 

buried, Alexander returneth to dull, the dud is cai , h( 

make Lome, & why of that Lome whereto he was comic. d >°^ 
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they not fl°PP* a ^J^ndmrn’d to Clay, 

Imperious Cafa keepe t | lc wind away. 

ofatS«rth which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch ^ J ^mesthe Kmg, Enter K.^ 

SSS3-.‘"S* I ’“ I 

Foredoo it owne life, twas of feme edate. 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Ham. ThaL« Slavery noble youth, marke, 

©S. S obiequics hauc been as ^ n f ^S’ d 

She fhould in ground vnfand.fied becn lod,. 

Till the lad trumpet : for charitable pray . . 

Flints and pebbles fhould be thrownc on her . 

Ycthecrc fhe is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her mayden drewments, and the bringing 
Of bell andburiall. 

Laer. Mud there no more be doonc t 
‘Boll. No more be doone. , 

We fhould prophanc the fcruice of die dead*. 

To fing a Requiem and fuchrcfttoher 
Asto peace-parted fouks. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpolluted Hem 
May Violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh PrieU,. 

^ niiniflring Angeii (hall my fidcr be 
When thou lyed howling. 

Ham. What, the faire Ophelia. 

£hice. Sweets to the fwccc, farewell, 

1 hop’t thou fhould’d haue been my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride- bed to hauc deekt fwcct mat Cy 
And not haue drew’d thy graue. 

Laer. O treble woe 
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Fall tenne times double on that curfed head, 

Whole wicked deede thy mod ingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while. 

Till I bane caught her once more in mine armesj 
Now pi'e your dufl vpon the quickc and dead, 

Til! of this flat a mountaineyou haue made 
To’retop old Pelion, or the skycfli head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. W hat is he wbofe griefe 
Beares fuch an emphcfls, whofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring flarrcs, and makes them fland 
Like wonder wounded hearers : this is I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer . The deuill take thy foule. 

Ha n. Thou pray’ft not well , I prethee take thy fingers 
For though l am not fpleenatiue rafh, (from my throat, 
Yet haue 1 in rnefomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedomefeare 5 hold off thy hand, 

King. Piuck them a funder. 

£hsee. Hamlet, Ham let. 

^U. Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 
f)uee. O my fonne, what theame ? 

Itenu I loued Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all theyr quantitic of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt tliou doo for her. 

King- O he is mad Laertes. 

6) nee. For loue ofGod foi beare him. 

Item S’ wounds fhew me what th’owt doe : 

Woo t weepe, woo’t fight, woo’r fall, woo’t teare thy fclfc 
Wob’t drinkc vp Efill,e3tea Crocadile? 

]le doo’t, doofl come heerc to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her gr iuc. 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Sind ring his pate again!! the burning Zone 
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M ake Oflfa like a wart, nay and thou’lt mouthc, 

jferant as well as thou. 

ruiee This is meere madnelle, 
aSs a while the fit will worke on him, 

Wh^ areVdofed 

His filence will fit drooping. 

vS'is^hSon that you vfe me thus ? 

I loud you euer, but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfe doewhat he ’ t : j aV Exit Hamlet 

Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech, 

Weefeputthe matter to the prefentpufli. 

Good GerturdCc t feme watch ouer your fonne, 

This graue fltall haue a liuingmonument, . 

An houre of quiet thereby fliall we fee 

Tellthenin patience our proceedmgbe. Zxet . 

Inter Hamlet and Horatio. , 

Ham. So much for this fir, now fhall you fee the other. 
You doe remember all the circumltance. 

Hora. Remember it my Lord. 

Ham. Sir in my hartthere was a kind offi Jiting 
That would not let me fleepe, my thoug t ay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo, rallily > 

And prayfdbe ralhnes for it .-let vs knowe, 

Ourindifcretion fometime femes vs weU _„. vc 

When our deepe plots doe fall, & that fliould c 
Ther’s a diuinity that fliapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is mod certaine. 

Ham. Vpfrom my Cabin, _ • 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
GroptI to find out them, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet, and iu fine with-drew 

To mine owneroome again e, making fo bold 

N. 
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My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their graund commifsion ; where I (ouuAHoratii 
A royall knauery, an exafl command 
Larded with many feuerall forts of reafons, 

Importing Denmarkes health, and Englands to } 

With hoe fuch bugges and goblines in my life. 

That on the fuperuife no leafure bated. 

No not to (lay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fhould be ftrooke off. 

Hors. 1’ff pofsible ? r , 

Ham. Heeres the commifsion, read ir at more lealure. 
But wilt rhou heare now how I did proceed. 

Hors Jbefeechyou. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villames. 

Or I could make a prologue to my braines. 

They had begunne the play, I fat me downe, 

Dcuifd a new commifsion, wrote it faire, 

I once did hold it as our ftatifts doe, 

A bafeneffe to write faire. and labourd much 

How to forget that learning, but fir now 

It did me y enians feruice, wilt thou know 
Th’effeft of what I wrote i 
Hora. I good my Lord. . 

Ham. An earneficoniuration from the King c 

As England was his faithfull tributary, 

As loue betweenethem like the palme might Horillr, 
As peace fhould ftdl her wheaten garland wcare 
And Hand a Comma tiveene their amities, 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view, and k no wi ng of thefe contents 
Without debatement further more or lefle. 

He fhould thole bearers put to fuddaine death* 

Not fliriuing time alow’d, 

Horn. How was this feald i 

TL*m. Whyeuen inthatvvasheauenorainant* 

I had my fathers fignet in rnv purfe 
Which was the modill of that Danifh feale, 

Folded the writ vp in the formeof th’other, 

Subcribe it, gau’t th’imprcfsion, plac’d it fafety, 




* 

. -if * __ . , 

Prince of Denmark 

.iunfflmgneuerknowne rnowthenextday 

Z Thcylte Lt neert my conferee, the* dtf«« 

Between* the pafle and fell incenced points 
Ofmighty oppofits. > 

Hethathath til'd my King, and whor d my mother, 

Poptin betweene th’cleftion and my hopes. 

Thro wne out his Angle for my proper J“®*. . * 

And with fuch cufnage , i ft not perfett conlcience . 

Enter a Courtier. , 

Cow. Your Lordffiip is right welcome backe to Denmark . 

Bim. I humble thankc you fir. 

Dooft know this water fly ? 

Hora. No my good Lord. fortisavicetoknowhim, 

H^hathTiuc^laVd and'fcrlllf: let a 

crib fhall ftand at theKmgs mefle , us a chough, bu si y, P 

to his right vfe,tis for the head. 

Cm. I thankeyour Lordfhip, it is very not. , 

Ham. Nobelieueme, tis very cold, the wmdis Norther ). 

Cm. It is indefferent cold my Lord indeed. , ■ 

Ham. But yet me thinkes it is very fully and hot, or mj comp 

* tl °Cm. Exceedingly my Lord , itis very fouUcry , as V were 1 
not tell how : my Lord his Maieftie bad mefigni } > 

has layed a greatwager on your head, fir this is the ma 

•com to Court L<frt«,belieue me an abfolute gentlemen, ^ xce ^ £nt 

N 2 •• 
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excellent differences, of very foft fociety , and great Blowing : ii^ 
deede to fpeake Tellingly of him , heeis the card or kalender of gen- 
try : for you (hall find in him the continent of what part a Gentle- 
man would fee. 

Ham. Sir, 1 his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to deuide him inuentorially, would dazzie th'arithmaticke of 
memory, and yet but raw neither,in refpett of his quick fade , but 
in the veritie ofextolment,I take him to be a foule of great article, 
oc his infufioii of fuch dearth and rareneffe, as to make true dixion 
of him,his femblable is his mirrour, & who els would trace himjbis 
vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfiiipfpeakesmoft infallibly ofhim. 

Ham. Theconcernancyfir, why doe wc wrap the gentleman in 
our more rawer breath f y 

Com . Sir. 

Hoy a. Iflnotpofsible to vnderftand in another tongue, you will 
doo’t fir really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman. 

Com. Of Laertes. 4 

How. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpenr. 

Ham. Ofnimfir. 

Com. I know ycu are not ignorant. 

Ham. I would you did fir , yet in faith if you did , it would not 
much approoue me, w ell fir. 

Com. You are nor ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham* I dare not confelTe that, leaf! I fiiould compare with 
him in excellence, but to know a man we!, were to knovve himfelfe. 

Com. I meane fir for this weapon, but in the imputationlaideon 
him, by them in his meed, hee’s vnfellowed. 

Hani. What’s his weapon? 1 

Com. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons, but well. # 

Com. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix Barbary horfes, 
a rain'd! the which hee has impaund as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hanger and fo. Three 
of the carriages in faith , are verydeare to fancy, veryreponfiueto 
the hilts, moft delicate carriages,and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages t 

Bra. I knew you muft be edified by the margentereyou had 



-- - 

Prince of Denmar\e, 

Thecarriagefirarethehangers. 

C TUohrafe would bee more Ierman to the matter ifwce 
-jLnon by our fides,I would it be might hangers till 
tfbutomfixBarbrv horfes againft fix French fwords their af- 
£id three liberall conceited carriages that s the French 
L n ,nfl the Danifh, why 1 $ this all you call it? 

b “ 2 1 The King firjmh layd fir.thlt in a doMn prifabctwccnc 

CW r\c A Viim hce fhall nor exceedc you three hits, hee hath 

la v d on twelue for nine , and it would come to immediate trull, if 
your Lord flnppe would vouchfafe the anfwere. 

cZ. my Lord ihe oppofition of your parfon in mall. 

Haw Sir I will walke lieere in the Hall, ifttpleafehisMaicflie , n 
is the breathing rime of day tvith me, let the foiles be brought, the 
Gentleman wtllm?, and the Kinghold hsaporpofeU will mono 
fc£”,d I can, tf not, I will gamenothmgbut my flume , and 
theoddehits. 

2 Tmhhtfta Kterwhat (1 orilh your nature will, 

2: frs?,' SaSSSiuf & . .here are no 

tongues els for's turne. - n ,. * » 

tioya. This Lapwing runnes away with the fhell on his head. 
fla,n. A did fo fir with hisdugge before a fuckt it,thus has he and 
many more of the fame breede that I know the drefiy age dotes on,, 
only got the tune of the time , and out ofan habit of mcouncer, a 
kind of hilly coleaion , which carries them through and through 
the moft prophane and trennowed opinions, and doebatbiowe 
them to their criail, the bubbles are out. - 

Inter a Lord. ■ 

* lord. My Lord, his Maiellie commended him to you by young 
Ofirickf , who brings backe to him that you attend him m the hall, 
hefends to know lfyour pleafurc hold to play with Laertes , or that 

youwilltakelongertime? ... . 

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes,they followe the Kings p ea- 
fure.ifhisfitneslpeakes, mine is ready : now or whenfoeuer, pro-' 
Midedlbefoablcasnow. T , 

N st 



Thc >T ragedie' of Hamlet 
Lord. The King, and Queene, and all arc comming downed 
Bam. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queene defires you to vfe forne gentle entertainment 
to Laertes, before youfall to play. 

Ham. Shee well inftrutts me. 

Bor*. You will loofemy Lord. 

Ham. I doe not think e fo, fince he went into France, I haue bene 
in continuall praftife , Ifhall winne at the ods ; thou would’ft not 1 
thinke how ill all’s heere about my hart, but it is no matter. 

Hoya. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is fuchakindc of gamgiuing , as 
would perhapes trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your minde diflik e any thing, obay it. I will forftal their 
repaire hether, and fay you are not fit. . , 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie augury, there is fpeciall prouidence'in 
the fall of a Sparrowe, if it be, tis not to come , if it be not to come, 

it will be now, if it be not now, yet it well come , thereadinesisall, 

fiince no man of ought he leaues, knowes what ifl to leauc betimes, 

U table prepard,! hmpets, Drums and officers with Cu[bion< t 

King, Queene, and all the flatc,Foiles, daggers, 

and Laertes. 

King. Come Hamlet , come and tak e this hand from me. 

Ham. Giue meyonr pardon fir, I haue done you wrong, 

But pardon’t as you are a gentleman, this prefcnceknowes, 

And you mull needs haue heard, how I am punmfht 
With a fore diftraftion, what I haue done 
That might yournature, honor, and exception 
Rou ghly awake, I heare proclarae was madneile. 

Waft Hamlet wronged Laertes c’neuet Hamlet. 

J{ Hamlet from himlelfe be tane away, „ 

And when hee’s not hifnfe Ife, dooes wrong Laci us, 

Then Hamlet dooes it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who dooes itthenr his madnefle. 1 ft beio, 

Hamlet i s ofthefadion that is wronged, 

His madnefie is poore KWrfsenimic, 

Let my declaiming from a purposdeual, 

Free me fo farre in your rnoft generous thoug hts 
That I haue /hot my arrowe ore the lioufe 
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Prince of Denmark*. 

. 

W^motiue in this cafefhould flirrememoft 
To my reuendge, but in my tearmes of honor 

Tftand a loofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Tin by feme elder Makers of k nowne honor 
1 i, aU e a voyce and prefident of peace 
To my name vngord : but all that time 
I doe receaue your offerd louc, like loue, 

to will to brother, w. £ « 

francklyplay. 

Giue vs the foil e$. 

Laer. Come, one for me. . 

Ham He be your foile Laertes, tn mine ignorance. 

Your skill fhall like a ftarre 1’th darkeft night 
Stick fiery ofindeed. 

Ucy . Youmocketnefiiv 

Sg. Giuediem the foiles young ©c&efe, cofin Hamlet,. 
You knowe the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layed the ods a’th weeker fide. 

King. I doenot feare it, I haue feene you both, 

But fince he is better ,we haue therefore ods. 

•' Laer. This is to heauy: let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, thefefoilcs haue all a length, 
OHr. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoopes of wine vpon that table, 

If Hamlet giue the firft or fecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwere of the third exchange, 
t Let all the battlements their ordnance fire. 

The King fhall drinketo Hamlets better breath* 

And in the cup an Onixe fhall he throwe, 

Ric her then that which foure fuccefsiue Kings 
InDenmarkes Crowne haue worne : giue me the cups* 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpeake. 

The trumpet to the Cannoneere without, 

The Cannons to thchcauens, the hwuen to earth*. 




Drum , trumpets ini (bit. 
Florifhy dpcccc goes off. 



The T ragcdie of Hamlet 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet, come beginne. 7 hmtptit 

And you the Iudges beare a wary eye. the whilt . 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Iudgement. 

Ofhick, A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer. Well, againe. , . 

King. Stay, giue me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is tbine. 
Heeres to thy health : giue him the cup. 

Ham. He play this bout firft, fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

Laei-. Idoeconfeft. 

King. OurfonnefhaH winne. 

Qtue. Hee’sfatand fcant of breath. 

Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes. 

The Queene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Cn'trayd doe not drinke. 

Ottce. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. IdarenotdrinkeyetMadam,by andby. 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord, lie hit him now. 

King. Idoenotthink’r. 

Laer. And yet it is alrnoft againft my confcicnc e. 

Ham. Come for the third Lan-tes, you doe but dally. 

I pray you paffe with your befi violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo, come on. 

Ottr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haueatyounow. 

King. Part tl lem , they are incenft. 

Ham. Nay come againe. 

OHr. Looke to the Queene there howe. 

Hora. They bleed on both fidcs, how is it my Lord i 
OHr. Howl ft. Laertes? 

Laer. Why as a woodcock to mine owne fprindge Ofirieki 




Prince of Denmark 

1 am iuflly kild with mine owne treachery. 

flim. How dooes the Queene f 

Km. Shee founds to fee them bleed. ^ 

Ouee. No, no, the drinke, the drinke, o my deare Hamlet, 

The drhjke the drinke, l am poyfned. 

Bam. O villanie, how let the doore be Jock’t, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet, thou art flame* 

No medcin in the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d, the foule praftife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loe heere I lie 
Neuer to rife againe, thy mother’s poyfned, 

1 can no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 

Ham. The point inuenom’d to, then venometo thy w orke. 

jlll Treafon, treafon. 

King. Oyet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Heare thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere I 
follow my mother. 

Laer. He is iuflly ferued , it is a poyfon temperd by himfclfe. 
Exchange forgiuenefle with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not vppon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free ofir.I follow thee 
I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 

You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes, or audience to this aft. 

Had I but time, as this fell fergeant Death 
Is ftrift in his arreft , 6 1 could tel l you, 

But let it be $ Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liueft, report me and my caufe a right' 

Tothevnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer belieue it j 
I am more an anticke Romaine then a Dane, 

Heere’s yet fome liquer left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Giueme the cup, let goe, by heauen lie hate, 

O. O 



The T ragedie of Hamlet 

O *od Hbr^» what a wounded name „ 

Tilings {landing thus vnknowne, fh all I lcaue'bemnd me 

If thou did’ft euer hold mein thy hart, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, v 

And in this harfli world drawe thy breath in panic 
To tell my ftory : wliat warlike noife is this ^ • 



? 
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Enter Ofyickt 

0,9 Young Fortcnbraffe with conqueft comefiom Poland, 
To ill embafladors of England^ this warlike volly. 

Ham. Oldie Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite orc-crowes my fpirit, 

1 cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 

But I doeprophecie th’elle£lion lights 
On Fortinbrajfc, he has my dying voyce. 

So tell him, with th’occurrants more and Uiie 

Which hauefolicited, the reftisfilence. 

jljyd, N ow cracks a noble hart, good night uVeetel 1 ince. 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. 

Why dooes the drum come hether ? 

Enter EortenbraJJe, with the Embajjadors 
F»r. Where is this fight < 

Hora. What is it you would fee s' 

If ou2;ht of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

For. This quarry cries on hauock, o prou d death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternal! cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at afliot 
So bloudily haft ftrook C 
Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too 1 ate. 

The eares are fencelefte that fliould giue vs hearing. 

To tell him hiscommandnientis fulfild. 

That Epfencram and Gteyldenfterne are dead, 

Where fliould we haue our thank es^ 

Hora. Not from his mouth 
H ad it disability of life to thankc you 5 
He neuer gaue comroandementfor their death j 
But fince io iump vpon this bloody quefhon 





